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ASYLUM     CHRISTI. 


CHAPTER   I. 

Nearly  a  fortnight  after  the  events  related 
in  the  last  chapter,  mine  host  of  the  Ambas- 
sadeurs,  an  inn  situated  in  the  Place  Martouret 
of  the  little  town  of  Le  Puy,  in  the  county 
of  Auvergne,  was  standing  in  front. of  the  low- 
browed archway  which  formed  the  forbidding 
entrance  to  his  hospice  for  strangers ;  and  as 
he  talked  with  a  monk,  whose  pock-marked 
face  and  ferret  eyes  were  turned  towards  a  tall 
figure  who  kept  pacing  impatiently  to  and  fro, 
he  made  the  following  remarks — 

''  I  cannot  answer  your  question  as  to  that. 
All  I  know  is  that  this  nobleman  came  to  my 
house  two  days  ago  with  his  covered  carriage,* 
his  four  men  servants,  his  three  villainous  wolf- 
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hounds — eh,  par  la  mort !  they  killed  and  ate 
my  wife's  little  poodle,  the  brutes  ! — his  maid 
servant,  who  gives  herself  Parisian  airs,  for- 
isooth,  dresses  after  the  fashion  prescribed  by 
Monsieur  Langlee,  sits  her  down  to  ddjeuner  in 
an  '  innocente,'  save  the  mark !  as  if  she  had 
such  a  matronly  figure  that  none  other  would 
serve  the  turn ;  and,  beside  this,  the  baron — for 
such  he  is,  I  understand — has  ordered  the  pink 
bed-room  to  be  in  readiness  for  ladies,  whom  he 
hourly  expects." 

"  Bon  !  And  you  don't  know  their  names  ? 
You  have  not  squeezed  those  oranges  of  his — 
those  gentlemen  in  yellow  livery  ? "  said  the 
monk. 

"  Not  I.  'Tis  no  business  of  mine.  So  long 
as  he  pays  me  well,  I  care  not  who  or  what  he 
be.     But  he  comes  this  way." 

The  Baron  de  .  Saigas,  for  he  it  was,  ap- 
proached the  inn  with  long  strides.  He  was 
tall,  but  the  long  leathern  boots  which  came 
almost  to  his  thighs  made  him  look  taller  still. 
He  wore  a  large  wig,  untidily  arranged,  and  a 
wide  hat  turned  up  on  one  side  and  adorned 
with  heron's  plumes.  His  coat  and  vest  were 
of  black  velvet  and  seemed  the  worse  for  wear ; 
silver  spurs  jangled  on  his  heels,  and  in  his 


ASYLUM    CHRISTI.  3 

hand  he  held  a  long-lashed  dog-whip — a  figure 
fierce-looking  enough  in  the  distance,  but  as  he 
drew  near  you  would  mark  with  surprise  the 
small  chin  and  pretty,  irresolute  mouth,  the 
long,  finely  formed  nose  and  soft  blue  eyes 
that  wandered  aimlessly,  and  looked  at  you  with 
a  sweet,  watery  weakness  that  stole  all  fear 
from  your  heart.  A  soft,  half-grown  moustache 
marked  his  upper  lip  with  a  streak  of  brown, 
but  as  faintly  as  though  it  apologized  for  being 
there  at  all.  His  figure  was  full  and  his  cheeks 
round,  and  though  the  broad  forehead  spoke  of 
capacity  for  thought,  it  was  clear  that  care  had 
not  marred  his  lineaments  or  wasted  the  tissues 
of  his  frame.  A  powerful  man,  had  he  but 
energy  and  strength  of  will. 

"  So,  sirrah,  the  coach  from  Clermont  is  not 
yet  arrived  ?  " 

"  Pas  encore.  Monsieur  le  Baron,  it  is  a  long 
road  and  mountainous." 

The  monk,  who  had  been  eyeing  the  baron 
sharply,  now  broke  in — 

'*  Monsieur  is  expecting  travellers — ladies, 
perhaps — and  he  is  anxious  ?  " 

The  baron,  thus  addressed  by  a  stranger, 
turned  round  and  stared  at  the  inquisitive 
Benedictine  for  some  seconds,  then  replied — 
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"  Perhaps  I  am.  Why  do  you  loiter  here, 
my  friend  ?  Are  there  no  Camisards,  no  heretics, 
near  your  monastery  that  claim  your  attention, 
that  you  must  be  playing  the  common  spy  here 
in  this  little  town  ?  " 

"  Pardon,  monseigneur,  the  heretics  that  claim 
my  attention  are  not  near  my  monastery." 

The  significant  tone  in  which  this  was 
spoken  made  the  baron  blush ;  for  although 
he  was  fifty  years  of  age,  his  complexion  still 
played  those  juvenile  tricks  with  him  and  made 
concealment  impossible.  To  hide  his  confusion, 
he  put  a  dog  whistle  to  his  lips  and  blew  a 
blast,  and  instantly  three  large  shaggy  hounds 
that  had  been  playing  about  on  the  other  side 
of  the  square  came  galloping  up  with  curled 
tails  and  pricked  up  ears. 

The  monk  drew  back,  and  instinctively,  as  It 
were,  put  his  hand  to  his  ear.  The  baron, 
letting  his  eye  follow  the  monk's  upraised  hand, 
observed  that  one  ear  had  a  fissure  in  the  lobe 
and  was  altogether  tattered  and  torn. 

"  Fear  not ;  they  only  attack  noble  game," 
said  the  baron,  with  a  contemptuous  laugh. 

The  Benedictine's  pitted  cheeks  assumed  an 
angry  hue  ;  but  not  caring  to  incur  more  insults, 
he  skulked  away. 
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"  What  friar  is  yon  ? "  asked  the  baron  of 
mine  host. 

**  Newly  come  to  these  parts,  monseigneur. 
He  arrived  with  some  Jesuits  from  Paris  a  few 
days  ago,  and  they  are  to  join  a  missionary 
priest  somewhere  in  the  Cevejnnes,  where,  they 
say,  there  is  much  heresy." 

''  Oh  !  Monsieur  I'Abbe  du  Chayla,  the  arch- 
priest  and  inspector  of  missions,  no  doubt.  He 
has  already  some  Carmelites  with  him." 

"  Not  too  many,  by  all  accounts  ;  they  seem 
a  desperate  gang,  those  mountaineers — shoot- 
ing the  priests  and  burning  the  churches." 

"  You  must  not  believe  all  you  hear,  mon 
ami,  about  these  same  Camisards.  I  live 
amongst  them  and  know  them  well.  There 
are  some  wild,  blood-thirsty  villains  amongst 
them,  sans  doute ;  but  then  they  have  suffered 
much.  They  are  only  giving  tit  for  tat :  if  the 
priest  catches  them,  he  sends  them  to  the 
gibbet ;  and  if  they  catch  him,  they  beat"  his 
brains  out.  The  lex  talionisy  my  friend.  Why, 
the  king  is  hunting  the  heretics  all  France 
over ;  but  he  must  beware  of  putting  his  fingers 
into  the  foxes'  hole." 

*'  Then  Monsieur  le  Baron  is  a  friend  of  the 
Camisards  ?  " 


6  ASYLUM    CHRISTI. 

''  I  take  no  active  measures  for  or  against 
them.  If  they  love  psalm-singing,  it  does  not 
hurt  me  or  disturb  my  hunting.  I  don't  see 
the  merit  or  the  justice  of  compelling  them  to 
pretend  to  believe  what  they  secretly  abhor. 
Besides,  I  don't  know ;  there  are  some  wonder- 
ful mysteries  involved  in  the  question.  I  have 
seen  something  that  came  very  near  a  miracle, 
if  it  were  not  an  imposture." 

At  this  moment  the  blowing  of  a  horn  and 
the  baying  of  the  hounds  broke  off  their  con- 
versation ;  and  round  the  corner  of  the  street 
came  swinging  and  creaking  the  long-expected 
coach,  piled  up  with  the  Pelion  of  personal 
luggage  and  the  Ossa  of  petty  merchandize. 

Amid  the  swarm  of  hotel-servants,  touts,  and 
lookers-on  stepped  out  two  young  ladies,  a 
youth,  and  a  sallow-faced  man.  The  ladies  were 
closely  veiled  and  masked,  but  when  the  baron 
approached  and  said,  '*  My  cousin,  I  believe. 
Mademoiselle  de  Cornelli,"  one  out  of  the  little 
crowd  elbowed  his  way  through  the  press  and 
ran  as  fast  as  he  could  to  the  Jesuit  establish- 
ment outside  the  town.     It  was  the  Benedictine. 

Before  the  sun  went  down  the  baron  con- 
ducted Marie  and  Ethel  up  the  steep  flight  of 
more    than    a    hundred   steps  to  the  basilica. 
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Here  they  knelt  and  gave  thanks  for  their  safe 
journey,  and  one  shrine  was  left  richer  by  some 
ounces  of  wax.  Alas  !  the  sieur's  daughter  had 
not  much  to  bestow  on  gods  or  men,  now  that 
the  little  store  deposited  with  the  agent  at  Cou 
tances  was  nearly  exhausted ;  in  fact,  all  the 
money  which  she  now  possessed  was  supplied 
by  Henri  Guillot,  though  she  knew  it  not.  The 
frigate  had  landed  them  near  La  Rochelle,  and 
the  rest  of  the  journey  had  been  performed  in 
coaches,  Durand  accompanying  Philippe,  for 
better  protection  against  robbers,  with  whom 
certain  parts  of  the  country  then  teemed  ;  in- 
somuch that  it  was  usual,  when  passing  a  clump 
of  trees  or  traversing  a  forest,  for  the  gentle- 
men of  the  party  to  alight  and  advance  in  front 
of  the  vehicle  with  their  carbines  over  their 
shoulders,  ready  to  fire  at  a  word  of  alarm. 

*'  And  now  permit  me  to  show  you  another 
St.  Michel,"  said  the  baron;  and  led  them 
through  streets  so  tortuous  and  narrow,  that 
one  leaning  out  of  window  might  have  easily 
written  his  name  on  the  opposite  wall.  Many 
of  these  streets  still  remain  in  their  antique 
state,  and  bewilder  the  traveller,  who  is  unable 
to  discover  whither  he  is  going. 

At  last  they  descended  the  hill  and  came  in 
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view  of  the  Aiguilhes,  a  needle  of  basalt  which 
rises  vertically  from  the  plain.  On  the  summit 
of  this  was  a  little  church  consecrated  to  St. 
Michel,  from  the  windows  of  which  they  looked 
down  upon  the  narrow  valley  and  its  silver 
thread  of  water;  hard  by  the  more  massive  pile  of 
volcanic  breccia,  Mount  Podium  ;  in  the  distance 
the  snow-capped  top  of  Mount  Mezenes;  and 
further  away  the  blurred  outline  of  the  chain 
of  the  Cevennes,  the  promised  land  of  this  their 
wandering,  a  land  not  flowing  with  milk  and 
hone.y,  but  rather  with  gall  and  blood.  And 
Marie  pulled  Ethel  aside  as  she  pointed  to  the 
strange,  weird  contortions  of  the  rock  on  which 
they  stood,  in  the  crevices  of  which  grew  the 
wall-flower,  and  over  whose  steep  smooth  facets 
clambered  lichens,  mosses,  and  sedums  in  wild 
luxuriance. 

"See,  Ethel,"  she  whispered,  *'how  the  very 
rock  seems  to  writhe  in  a  petrified  agony  ;  how 
column  is  intertwined  with  column,  like  snakes 
struggling  to  escape  from  a  fire  that  has  sur- 
prised them !  Does  it  not  strike  you  as  sub- 
lime, this  trace  of  the  fierce  old  struggle 
between  fire  and  our  mother  earth  ?  Methinks 
I  see  here  an  emblem  of  our  Holy  Church, 
twisted,  distorted,  tortured  by  the  fires  of  Satan, 
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but  rising  majestically  strong  out  of  the  dead 
level  of  worldly  indifference  ;  and,  see,  covered 
from  base  to  summit  with  fairest  flowers,  the 
flowers  of  purity  and  humility  and  obedience." 

Ethel  replied,  "  I,  too,  seem  to  read  here  a 
type  of  what  we  are  soon  to  see.  To  me  this 
needle  of  volcanic  rock  appears  as  an  emblem 
of  revolt — stern,  unlovely,  rugged  ;  but  wait  till 
the  molten  ironstone  cools  down,  and  you  shall 
see  its  ill-shapen  sides  clad  with  all  the  verdure 
of  spring." 

''  Young  ladies,  I  could  not  choose  but  hear 
you  moralizing  over  the  sombre  peak ;  however, 
supper  waits,  and  you  must  be  hungry." 

That  night  the  logs  were  lit  on  the  hearth- 
stone of  the  pink  room,  and  for  the  first  time 
for  many  days  the  two  girls  enjoyed  a  quiet 
chat  over  the  perils  and  vicissitudes  of  their 
journey.  Philippe  and  Durand  occupied  a 
chamber  close  to  them.  Maintenon  was  with 
Henri. 

Early  the  next  morning  the  baron's  coach 
and  four  was  standing  at  the  low-browed  arch- 
way ;  four  saddle  horses  were  also  pawing  the 
ground  impatiently,  and  the  obsequious  host 
followed  Ethel  and  Marie,  hat  in  hand,  to  the 
steps  of  the  ladder  by  which  they  were  to  climb 
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into  the  coiip4  in  front ;  for  the  sun  was  rising 
above  the  mountain  tops,  and  the  trees  were 
only  just  silvered  with  the  early  frosts  of 
October,  and  the  two  girls  wished  to  see  what 
they  could  of  the  new  country  whose  hospitality 
they  were  about  to  experience.  And  in  those 
days,  to  travel  inside  was  to  subject  yourself  to 
an  almost  dark  and  very  stuffy  prison,  whose 
windows  were  scarcely  wide  enough  for  two 
eyes  to  look  through  them  at  a  time,  and  were 
placed  so  high  that  it  was  necessary  to  stand  up 
to  see  at  all. 

The  baron  and  Philippe  rode  in  front  on 
horseback,  and  two  well-armed  servants  behind  ; 
and  with  cracking  of  whips,  barking  of  dogs,  and 
the  cheers  of  the  small  boys,  the  cavalcade 
started  on  its  way.  There  was  something 
exhilarating  in  this  morning  drive,  which  swept 
away  care  from  the  brain  like  a  cloud-shadow 
from  the  mountain  side.  Cheerily  sang  the 
baron's  coachman  to  his  cattle,  and  fiercely 
pulled  the  wheelers  against  the  collar ;  merrily 
nodded  their  heads  the  skittish  leaders,  making 
the  silver  bells  with  which  their  necks  were 
adorned  ring  loud  and  clear  by  the  side  of  the 
river.  But  so-ho,  my  boys !  take  it  easily  up 
the  hill,  for  it  is  no  short  ascent  that  leads  to 
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the  mountain  plateau.  See,  your  sides  and 
flanks  are  even  now  steaming  in  the  frosty  air, 
and  in  and  out  with  each  quick-drawn  breath 
your  withers  are  working.  So-ho,  my  beauties  ! 
gently  up  the  mountain-side.  Even  now  Le 
Puy  lies  behind  us  in  the  snug  valley,  with  its 
lumps  of  rock  strewn  here  and  there,  its  needle 
of  volcanic  ore  dwindled  to  a  woman's  distaff,  its 
cluster  of  red  houses  lying  like  a  patch  of  red 
earth  on  the  green  meadow.  Up  and  up 
through  the  keen  air,  winding  round  and  rouod, 
and  hither  and  thither,  until  at  last  the  level 
plateau  is  gained,  and  there  in  the  distance 
are  the  two  horsemen  ;  and  with  a  crack  of  the 
whip  and  weird,  inhuman  cries  from  the  driver, 
away  goes  the  straining,  rattling,  swaying,  head- 
long coach. 

Bleak  and  drear  for  many  a  long  mile  is  the 
landscape  npw  ;  and  the  wind  blows  freshly  in 
the  faces  of  the  travellers,  giving  them  a  taste 
of  the  salt  waters  of  the  Mediterranean,  or  re- 
minding them  that  the  first  snow  has  fallen  on 
the  loftiest  ranges  of  the  Cevennes.  A  grim, 
sombre  country  this,  where  as  yet  no  geologist 
has  come  with  note-book  and  chisel ;  whose 
awful  wonders  no  man  of  science  has  traced  to 
their  proximate  antecedents.     See,  how  to  the 
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left  there  stretches  along  the  horizon  a  broken 
chain  of  mountains — disconnected  links,  looking 
from  this  height  like  so  many  felt  hats  in  a 
row  with  flattened  crowns.  Surely  this,  too, 
was  once  the  home  of  the  giant  Cyclops  ;  these 
are  the  furnaces  of  the  old  gods,  the  forges 
that  have  long  ago  done  their  day's  work.  How 
once  they  must  have  spluttered  and  bellowed 
and  breathed  out  fire !  How  the  lava  must 
have  run  from  their  mouths,  like  milk  from  the 
mouth  of  an  over-fed  infant !  And  now  how 
dumb,  how  cold,  how  motionless,  they  squat  on 
the  plain,  huddling  up  their  backs  against  the 
wind,  like  old  hags  in  whom  the  heat  of  the 
body  has  sunk  lower  and  lower.  Aye  !  you 
may  clamber  up  their  steep,  smooth  sides, 
thrusting  your  heel  into  the  spongy  grass,  or 
grasping  the  hawthorn  that  grows  on  the  rocky 
ledge  ;  you  may  peer  fearlessly  down  the  cup 
whose  contents  were  once  so  fatal ;  you  may 
admire  securely  the  grass-grown  lip,  and  pluck 
a  daisy  or  a  blue-bell  half-way  down,  if  you 
will ; — for  the  rumbling  of  the  earthquake  is 
heard  no  more  in  Auvergne,  the  last  sparks 
have  ascended  to  heaven,  and  now  not  even  a 
wreath  of  blue  smoke  clings  about  those  extinct 
volcanoes.      Nothing  remains  but  the  shell  of 
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the  sudden  up-burst,  and  the  silent  crater,  lined, 
as  it  were,  with  green  satin  and  shot-silk, 
Nature's  bravest  attire. 

These  and  many  other  curious  objects  the 
baron  did  not  fail  to  point  out  to  his  cousin 
when  the  coach  stopped  to  change  horses.  And 
at  the  little  road-side  auberge,  where  water 
was  given  to  the  thirsty  brutes,  Marie  and 
Ethel  marked  how  different  a  race  of  men  were 
these  from  the  Norman  and  Breton  peasantry. 
Taller,  less  cowed  by  penury,  they  moved  with 
a  sort  of  stately  reserve  and  gravity ;  but  cross 
them  in  argument,  and  their  black  eyes  would 
flash  defiance,  and  the  fountain  of  speech  would 
flow  noisily,  with  frantic  impetuosity  of  words. 
Clearly  not  a  people  to  lead  by  the  nose :  a 
dangerous  ingredient  in  the  state  if  once  their 
passions  are  aroused.    As  the  baron  remarked— 

'*  These  people  wrangle  as  hotly  a^out  the 
shifting  of  the  harness  as  some  folk  do  about  the 
shifting  of  a  creed.  The  devil  has  leapt  from 
the  craters  yonder  into  the  hearts  of  the  people. 
You  will  see  them  in  the  Cevennes  ready  to 
blaze  out  and  forth,  since  his  majesty  bids 
them  worship  idols — his  idols,  I  mean  ;  for  we 
all  have  our  pet  images  of  wood  and  stone,  of 
dross   and   gold — and   before   you   have   been 


14  ASYLUM    CHRISTI. 

long  in   Languedoc  you  will  have  discovered 

what  these  are.     With  all  deference  to  you,  my 

orthodox  cousin,  I  prefer  having  the  Bible  for 

my  idol  to  the  despotic  authority  of  the  Church 

or  pope  :  there  is  more  room  for  the  mind  to 

swing.     You  know  the  old  lines — 

"  Hie  liber  est  in  quo  quserit  sua  dogmata  quisque, 
Invenit  et  pariter  dogmata  quisque  sua." 

"  Indeed,"  answered  Marie,  "  I  am  not  so 
learned  as  you  suppose ;  nor  can  I  argue  with 
you  on  such  subjects,  for  when  one  feels  that 
one's  mind  is  planted  on  the  rock  of  truth, 
one  craves  not  liberty  to  swing  pendulum-like 
between  two  opinions." 

The  baron  bowed,  complimented  Marie  on 
her  felicity  of  expression,  and  away  they  trotted 
again,  zig-zagging  down  the  mountain  to  the 
valley  in  which  stood  the  village  of  Langogne. 
Here  they  again  changed  horses,  and  as  they 
halted  before  the  door  of  the  inn,  a  horseman 
galloped  past  at  full  speed  ;  but  Philippe  caught 
sight  of  a  spotted  face  which  seemed  to  be 
familiar,  yet  he  could  not  recall  the  individual 
of  whom  it  reminded  him.  But,  as  thoughts 
of  this  kind  often  do,  the  image  of  the  stooping 
horseman  kept  teazing  his  mind  for  the  rest  of 
the  ride,  and  he  only  gave  a  divided  attention 
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to  the  baron's  tales  of  wolves  shot,  and  foxes 
hunted,  and  horses  bred  and  sold. 

Once  more  the  collar  came  tight  upon  the 
shoulders  of  the  team,  but  the  road,  which  had 
before  run  over  a  wide  and  windy  plateau 
covered  with  coarse  grass,  now  wound  in  and 
out  through  tall  fir-trees — a  forest  of  firs  which 
covered  the  sides  of  the  granite  hills  almost  to 
the  top.  As  they  toiled  up  the  difficult  road, 
the  baron  and  Philippe  rode  close  to  the  coach, 
keeping  a  sharp  look-out  on  either  side. 

"  We  are  now,"  said  the  former,  "  close  upon 
the  desert,  as  the  people  call  the  wilder  parts  of 
the  Cevennes.  The  peasantry  hereabouts  are  all 
Huguenots,  and  we  have  nothing  to  fear  from 
them,  for  I  personally  have  made  friends  with 
some  of  their  leaders.  But  there  is  an  arch- 
priest  stationed  near  Mende,  whither  we  are 
coming,  who  does  not  scruple  to  use  force  to 
compass  his  ends ;  should  he  get  wind  of  your 
presence,  I  might  find  it  difficult  to  convey  you 
safe  home.  The  Jesuits  are  in  league  with  him, 
and  those  nimble  gentry  know  everything." 

"Have  you  not  noticed,"  asked  Philippe,  ''a 
horseman  who  keeps  us  ever  in  sight  ?  He 
passed  us  at  Langogne,  and  seems  to  be  track- 
ing us." 
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The  baron  had  not  noticed  this,  and  when 
Phihppe  suggested  his  motive  in  keeping  them 
in  sight,  repHed — 

*'  A  true  huntsman,  mon  cher ;  allons  !  let  us 
spur  on  and  overtake  the  rascal."  Accordingly 
the  two  rode  forward  at  a  canter. 

They  were  now  just  cresting  the  hill,  and  a 
vast  plain  began  to  stretch  before  them,  covered 
thickly  with  huge  boulders  of  granite,  strangely 
and  fantastically  piled  on  one  another,  or  lying 
pUe-mUe  in  wondrous  confusion,  as  they  do  to 
this  day,  giving  to  the  country  the  appearance 
of  some  vast  burial-ground,  where  the  tomb- 
stones of  the  dead  men  of  antiquity  seem  to 
have  forgotten  their  normal  gravity,  and  to  have 
leapt  to  the  dance  of  Death.  Some  of  these 
huge  boulders  were  ten  or  fifteen  feet  high.  As 
it  happened,  the  road  made  a  ddtour  round  a 
knoll  in  this  place,  and  when  the  two  riders 
gained  the  straight  road  again,  nothing  was  to 
be  seen  of  the  mysterious  horseman.  Philippe 
was  scanning  the  ground  closely — 

''Not  much  use,  I  fear,"  said  the  baron,  " for 
the  soil  is  so  stony  and  hard,  no  hoof-prints 
would  be  visible." 

So  they  waited  until  the  coach  joined  them. 
The  sun  was  now  getting  low  in  the  west,  and 
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as  it  glanced  on  limestone  and  granite  and 
quartz,  a  thousand  silver  sparkles  glinted  and 
flashed  in  the  eyes  of  the  voyagers.  And  the 
coachman  ceased  his  singing  and  betook  him- 
self to  preaching,  and  his  horses  seemed  to 
understand  him,  for  they  nodded  their  heads 
and  broke  into  a  gallop  whenever  the  ground 
sloped  downwards  a  little.  And  Marie  and 
Ethel  began  to  gape  and  grow  weary  of  their 
sixty  miles,  .and  the  everlasting  desert  with  its 
interminable  and  impertinent  gravestones  began 
to  pall  upon  them,  till  all  on  a  sudden  they 
came  to  what  seemed  the  end  of  the  world. 
The  plateau  on  which  they  had  been  driving 
came  to  a  full  stop.  Before  them  was  a  perpen- 
dicular cliff;  some  six  or  eight  hundred  feet 
below  ran  a  little  river  in  a  narrow,  winding 
valley ;  for  on  the  other  side  of  the  river  rose  a 
plateau  similar  to  the  one  on  which  they  were. 
And  now  they  once  more  zig-zagged  down  the 
hill-side  till  they  reached  a  level  not  much 
above  the  river,  and  thus  threading  the  cliff-like 
glen,  with  the  bubbling  rivulet  for  their  clue, 
they  passed  in  the  twilight  into  the  cathedral 
town  of  Mende. 

There  was    no    hostelry  here  fit  for  a  lady  : 
even  now   ladies  find  hotels  in  the   Cevennes 
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but  uncanny  places  of  refuge.  The  baron,  after 
giving  orders  to  his  servants  respecting  the 
bedding  of  his  horses,  conducted'  the  guests 
towards  the  left  side  of  the  narrow  valley,  and 
introduced  them  into  a  private  house  occupied 
by  a  friend  of  his.  Here  they  were  made 
welcome,  for  hospitality  then,  as  now,  dis- 
tinguished the  natives  of  Lozere.  Hard  by  was 
a  convent,  in  front  of  which  rose  half  a  dozen 
tall  firs,  whose  branches  had  been  stripped  off, 
leaving  only  a  bunch  of  boughs  on  the  top. 

"  See !  "  said  Ethel  to  Marie,  as  they  were 
dressing  in  the  morning  ;  ''  you  like  emblems, 
don't  you  ?     What  do  those  trees  typify  ?  " 

"  Ma  foi !  I  have  not  vivacity  enough  in  this 
wilderness  to  conjecture." 

"  Methinks  they  are  like  the  nuns  yonder, 
that  have  stripped  themselves  of  all  human 
love,  and  only  spread  out  towards  heaven." 

''  Perhaps,  Ethel,  you  too  m,ay  discover  some 
day  the  worthlessness  of  human  love."  So 
saying,  Marie  ran  down  the  staircase,  and 
another  opportunity  was  lost  of  putting  her 
right  with  Henri. 

At  an  early  hour  the  baron's  horses  were 
waiting  in  the  public  road,  tossing  their  heads 
and  ringing  merry  peals  on  their  bells.     When 
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Ethel  and  Marie  at  length  approached  the 
coach,  the  former  uttered  a  cry  of  delight,  and 
stepped  forward  to  -pat  their  glossy  coats  and 
arching  necks.  The  baron  looked  on  with  the 
pride  of  a  father  who  sees  his  child  caressed  by 
admiring  hands. 

"  Ah,  mademoiselle  !  you  find  them  beautiful  ? 
Yes,  these  horses  are  my  own,  rather  better 
than  those  we  drove  yesterday.". 

It  was  thus  Ethel  opened  the  first  window 
into  the  baron's  heart.  The  coachman,  too, 
seemed  to  take  a  greater  pride  in  his  team, 
and  would  often  turn  in  his  seat  and  point 
out  the  excellences  of  the  chestnut  or  the  roan 
to  Ethel,  who  sat  behind.  And  Marie's  eyes 
filled  more  than  once  with  tears.  Her  French 
heart  had  lost  its  gaiety  ;  for  her  there  seemed 
no  human  love,  no  interest  in  life.  H6me  and 
all  its  quiet  joys  were  fled  ;  an  exile  amongst 
strangers  of  another  creed,  she  looked  forward 
with  no  buo^'-ancy  of  hope  to  the  coming  days. 
She  gazed  upon  the  moving  panorama  before 
her  with  listless  eyes :  the  glory  of  autumn 
which  was  then  gilding  the  chestnuts  on  the 
hill-side  awoke  no  light-hearted  response  in  her 
bosom  ;  the  Lot  purled  and  rippled  and  danced 
in  the  morning  sunbeams  all  unregarded. 
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But  it  was  not  so  with  Ethel.  Her  brave 
heart  had  no  misgivings  for  the  future.  She 
allowed  no  fear  of  robbers  or  Jesuits  to  mar 
the  tranquil  joy  which  the  romantic  scenery 
of  the  Cevennes  was  inspiring.  Each  story 
that  the  coachman  told  her  of  pursuing  soldiers 
and  hiding  Camisard  gave  fresh  interest  to 
rocky  nook  and  larch-grown  crevice.  With 
a  quick,  observant  eye  she  took  in  at  once 
the  salient  features  of  the  country,  and 
marked  how  it  seemed  formed  by  nature  for 
a  great  game  of  '*  hide  and  seek."  Sometimes, 
down  in  the  glen,  the  river  would  be  parted 
by  an  island,  perhaps  not  more  than  an  acre 
in  extent,  but  high,  steep,  thickly  sown  with 
firs  and  juniper-bushes  ;  sometimes  rocky  and 
furnished  with  caves  that  trended  far  into  the 
heart  of  the  limestone.  What  a  splendid 
country  this  for  the  lover  of  nature  in  its  wild, 
simple,  primeval  beauty!  Yet  men  hurry  past  it 
in  search  for  new  sensations,  as  if  the  Cevennes 
had  no  mountain  air  to  fill  their  lungs,  and  no 
trout  streams  to  murmur  to  the  sportsman. 
But  to  Ethel  the  home  of  the  fox  and  .the 
coney,  of  the  wolf  and  the  eagle,  was  far  more 
alluring  than  the  pomps  of  .  gilded  capitals, 
And  when   they  began  to  ascend  the  plateau 
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of  Bel  Air,  she  climbed  down  the  side  of  the 
coach  and  walked,  making  friends  of  the  great 
wolf-dogs,  who  followed  with  long  strides  and 
red,  lolling  tongues. 

And  once  more  they  traversed  a  dreary 
stretch  of  desert,  undulating  but  slightly, 
barren,  stony,  bleak,  and  treeless.  And  again 
they  came  upon  a  cliff  overlooking  a  little 
village  that  nestled  In  the  pent-In  valley — 
so  near.  It  seemed  a  stone  might  have  been 
dropped  upon  the  roofs  of  thatch ;  but  the 
ever-winding  road  delayed  them  long  before 
they  reached  It.  And  as  the  coach  rumbled 
through  the  long  street,  troops  of  brown-legged 
children  scudded  across  the  road,  pretty  black- 
eyed,  swarthy-cheeked  maidens  looked  out  shyly, 
and  dropped  a  curtsy  to  the  baron's  equipage. 
And  when  the  coachman  pulled  up  before  the 
door  of  an  auberge,  the  dark-visaged  matron 
who  brought  out  her  bottle  of  wine  looked 
Marie  and  Ethel  frankly  In  the  face,  and  did 
not  blush  to  praise  the  vin  du  pays.  "  II  est 
petit,  mals  c'est  bon,  9a." 

Everybody  knows  the  baron  now.  It  begins 
to  feel  like  coming  home  ;  and  even .  Marie,  is 
won  from  her  melancholy  by  the  varied  colouring 
of  the   autumn  trees,   and  the  companionship 
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of  the  river  Tarn,  that  brawls  over  the  smooth 
stones,  or  steals  swiftly  and  treacherously  deep 
through  its  narrow,  rock-bound  channel.  Add 
to  this  the  cascades  in  miniature,  set  in  nature's 
fernery,  making  the  way  tuneful  with  silvery 
tinklings,  and  all  the  thousand  tiny  streamlets 
that  were  hastening  from  the  bleak  hill-side 
to  greet  the  smiling  river.  But  the  wayside 
crucifixes,  with  their  defaced  features — short- 
comings of  noses,  obliterations  of  eye  or  mouth 
— these,  on  the  other  hand,  struck  another  chord 
in  the  heart  of  the  Catholic  girl,  and  made  her 
sigh. 

The  baron,  who  was  then  riding  by  her  side, 
noticed  the  direction  of  her  gaze. 

**  Fair  cousin,"  he  exclaimed,  ''  our  broken 
symbols  vex  you ;  but  to  me  they  seem  like  the 
religion  of  Christ,  which  man  has  disfigured, 
though  at  the  base  of  each  creed  the  plain  cross 
still  abides  unharmed — the  chief  thing,  to  my 
mind,  paint  the  outside  what  colour  you  will." 

They  now  passed  through  the  little  town 
of  Florae,  and  ascending  gradually  three  or 
four  miles,  came  in  sight  of  Saigas,  the  baron's 
home.  The  wolf-dogs  made  a  race  of  it  for 
the  last  hundred  yards,  the  horses  made  light 
of  the  hill,  and  carried  the  coach  reeling  and 
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rattling  round  the  drive  in  the  park  and  under 
the  firs  that  overshadowed  the  garden.  A 
little  woman,  buxom,  with  a  pretty,  saucy  nose, 
stood  on  the  door-step  to  greet  her  husband  and 
her  guests. 

"  Ah,  my  dear ! "  she  cried,  "  I  am  so  glad 
you  have  come  ;  there  is  a  visitor  here,  awaiting 
our  cousin.  Mademoiselle  de  Cornelli." 

"  Le  diable  !  "  muttered  the  baron,  not  liking 
his  wife's  excited  manner. 

"  Truth  at  a  venture  !  At  least,  if  it's  xiot 
the  devil,  it's  a  Jesuit  ;  and  that's  coming  very 
close  to  it." 

And  Marie  was  ushered  into  the  chamber 
where  her  visitor  waited.  It  was  growing  dark, 
but  when  he  said  "  My  daughter ! "  she  almost 
screamed  for — was  it  surprise,  or  delight  ? 

"  Ah !  c'est  vous,  mon  pere,  n'est-ce  pas  ?  le 
Pere  de  Beretti  ?  " 
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CHAPTER   IL 

When  Brother  Francis — for  he  it  was  who  rode 
the  Spanish  jennet  before  the  baron — perceived 
that  he  was  being  pursued,  he  turned  quietly 
off  the  track  and  got  himself  easily  concealed 
behind  some  rocks  and  bushes  ;  and  when  he 
found  that  the  coach  had  passed  on,  pushed  his 
way  with  all  speed  to  Pont  de  Montvert. 

'*  Priests  can  change  horses  as  well  as  noble- 
men," he  muttered  to  himself,  as  he  shifted  his 
saddle  on  to  a  long-legged  roan.  And  when  the 
baron  was  supping  at  Mende,  the  monk  was 
retailing  his  news  in  the  parlour  of  the  Arch- 
priest  du  Chayla,  and  in  the  presence  of  that 
functionary  and  his  eight  Carmelite  brothers. 

Du  Chayla  was  a  man  of  great  stature  and 
commanding  strength.  A  native  of  this  district, 
he  had  been  for  some  time  settled  as  a  mis- 
sionary in  Siam,  engaged  there  in  the  conver- 
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slon  of  Buddhists,  and  on  his  return  to  France 
was  appointed  to  undertake  the  conversion  of 
the  Huguenots  of  the  Cevennes.  The  most 
Holy  CathoHc  Church  knew  what  she  was 
about  when  she  sent  to  Pont  de  Montvert  the 
Abb6  du  Chayla,  a  man  zeak:)us,  laborious, 
indefatigable,  but,  like  the  Church  he  served, 
pitiless,  relentless,  cruel.  He  did  not  know 
what  compassion  meant ;  he  was  deaf  to  all 
appeals  for  mercy.  With  him,  not  to  believe  in 
the  faith  of  Rome  was  the  deadliest  sin  ;  apd 
the  kindest  thing  to  do  to  the  misbeliever  was 
to  screw  up  his  thumbs  remedially,  to  make  him 
clench  red-hot  coals  in  his  hands  persuasively, 
to  crunch  his  shin-bone  tenderly.  But  it  is 
only  fair  to  state  that  the  arch-priest  never 
made  use  of  physical  means  until  moral  means 
had  failed.  It  was  all  in  the  way  of  religion, 
therefore  (as  he  viewed  it),  when  he  devoted 
his  leisure  hours  to  experimenting  on  bodies 
with  a  view  to  find  out  how  much  agony  they 
would  bear  short  of  actual  death.  And  this  is 
the  man  to  whom  the  Benedictine  tells  his  tale, 
while  the  young  Carmelites  sit  round  the 
humble  board. 

Now   it   chanced    that    Father    Beretti   was 
staying  a  day  or  two  with  Du  Chayla  on  his 
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way  to  Monsieur  Baville,  the  Intendant  of 
Languedoc,  and  he  entered  the  room  soon 
after  the  monk's  arrival,  and  heard  with  as- 
tonishment of  Marie's  presence  in  Lozere, 
whom  he  had  beHeved  to  be  in  Mont  St. 
Michel.  A  discussion  arose  as  to  what  should 
be  done  ;  and  as  Marie's  soul  was  voted  of 
more  importance  than  Philippe's  body,  it  was 
resolved  that  Beretti  should  ride  over  early 
next  morning  to  the  Chateau  de  Saigas,  and  try 
to  persuade  the  young  girl  to  enter  the  convent 
at  Mende.  No  doubt  this  would  warn  the  boy 
Philippe  and  cause  his  disappearance,  but  it 
was  thought  better  to  play  for  securing  a  doubt- 
ful soul.  ''  The  ends  of  justice,"  as  Du  Chayla 
drily  remarked,  ''will  be  served  eventually." 

And  this  is  how  it  was  that  Marie  found  the 
Jesuit  waiting  for  her  in  her  cousin's  chateau. 

Marie  led  him  towards  the  little  lady,  who 
turned  up  her  nose  in  a  mighty  fine  scornfulness 
of  manner. 

*'  Madame,  let  me  present  to  you  an  old 
friend." 

There  is  little  doubt  that  the  gentle  baron 
got  a  terrible  wigging  upstairs,  as  he  arranged 
his  peruke  and  tied  his  points  preparatory  to 
going  to  supper.    To  bring  into  the  house  a  little 
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Vixen  who  was  hardly  installed  but  she  must 
introduce  a  Jesuit — an  old  friend,  too.  No  doubt 
the  baron  sat  on  pins  and  needles  all  supper- 
time,  for  fear  his  indignant  and  plucky  little 
queen  should  offend  his  reverence.  But,  really, 
the  stranger  was  so  polite,  so  gallant,  so  amus- 
ing, so  very  unclerical,  as  it  seemed  to  madame 
the .  baroness,  that  before  grace  was  said  the 
piquant  little  nose  only  turned  up  in  mirth  and 
good-humoured  merriment.  And  when  Philippe 
nearly  spoilt  all  by  alluding  to  the  "ill-treatmopt 
which  his  father  had  received  at  the  hands  of 
Captain  Maulevrier,  the  Jesuit  adroitly  turned 
the  sudden  shock  of  silence  by  quoting,  in  his 
tenderest  manner,  the  words  of  St.  Augustine, 
"  They  are  the  most  uncharitable  towards  error, 
my  son,  who  have  never  experienced  how  hard 
a  matter  it  is  to  come  at  the  truth." 

And  when  they  repaired  to  the  drawing-room, 
nothing  could  have  been  more  amiable  than  the 
way  in  which  Father  Beretti  offered  to  sing 
whilst  madame  touched  her  harpsichord;  and  he 
did  sing,  too,  and  Marie  with  him,  whilst  the 
baron  and  Philippe  and  Ethel  sat  at  the  card- 
table.  But  Ethel  could  not  help  forgetting  what 
card  had.  been  played,  for  she  had  never  seen 
her  friend  look  so  happy  and  pretty  for  many 
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a  day  ;  and  somehow  It  troubled  her  with 
a  strange,  indefinable  foreboding. 

Of  course,  Beretti  slept  at  the  chateau.  Had 
he  been  the  baron's  greatest  enemy  he  would 
have  been  invited  to  do  so.  .  Hospitality  in  a 
thinly  populated  district  is  amongst  the  chiefest 
of  the  virtues.  We  who  live  In  the  centre  of 
civilized  cold-shouldering  hardly  know  what 
hospitality  means.  It  Is  a  virtue  which  varies 
inversely  with  the  number  of  hotels.  It  is 
almost  unknown  In  Middlesex  and  the  greater 
part  of  Surrey ;  and  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
all  great  towns  its  name  only  Is  usurped,  for  it 
Is  one  of  the  aliases  of  ostentation.  But  in 
the  Cevennes,  both  then  and  now,  hospitality 
was  and  Is  understood,  felt,  acted  upon. 

But  If  Father  Beretti  deemed  It  his  duty  to 
be  the  man  of  the  world,  charming,  witty,  even 
gay,  in  the  baron's  drawing-room,  he'  threw 
aside  that  character  the  next  morning,  when,  In 
company  with  Marie  and  Ethel  and  Philippe, 
he  strolled  through  the  Xxiva  parterre  and  across 
the  park  and  into  the  orchard  that  lay  to  the 
south  of  the  chateau.  There  was  a  small  piece 
of  water,  and  an  island,  and  a  wooden  foot- 
bridge leading  to  it.  The  island  was  thickly 
planted   with   willows   and    chestnut-trees   and 
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laurel,  and  there  was  a  rustic  seat  closely  em- 
bowered and  secluded  from  view. 

It  so  chanced  that  .Philippe  and  Ethel,  walk- 
ing together,  did  not  observe  which  direction 
the  others  had  taken,  and  had  walked  some 
distance  before  they  discovered  that  they  were 
alone.  By  the  time  they  arrived  at  the  lake, 
where  they  had  last  seen  them,  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  had  elapsed.  Passing  over  the  bridge, 
they  heard  the  deep  voice  of  the  Jesuit.  Only 
a  few  words  here  and  there  came  to  their  ear% ; 
but  they  heard  enough  to  learn  that  he  was 
praying  with  her — first  as  it  seemed  for  herself, 
that  she  might  continue  in  the  true  faith  and 
grow  daily  more  holy,  and  if  so  be,  devote  her 
virginity  to  the  Lord  ;  then  he  prayed  for  her 
father  and  Philippe,  that  their  eyes  might  be 
opened  and  their  hearts  enlarged  to  worship  in 
the  bosom  of  the  one  Church.  And  as  he 
prayed  thus,  Philippe's  cheek  tingled  and  his 
bosom  heaved  with  indignation ;  but  Ethel  put 
her  hand  firmly  on  his  arm  and  held  him  from 
breaking  in  upon  them.  And  as  soon  as  the 
voice  ceased  they  stepped  over  the  bridge  talk- 
ing aloud,  that  they  might  not  surprise  them 
unawares  ;  and  there  they  found  Marie  standing 
beneath     a    mulberry-tree,     her    face    prettily 
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flushed,  her  eyes  glistening  with  the  tears  of 
sacred  emotion,  the  Jesuit  standing  erect,  but 
with  downcast  eyes,  and  seemingly  absorbed  in 
silent  prayer. 

"  I  fear  we  have  interrupted  you,"  began 
Ethel  timidly. 

"  Welcome,  my  daughter,"  said  Father  Beretti, 
fixing  his  liquid  Italian  eyes  softly  upon  Ethel, 
*'  and  be  not  surprised  at  what  you  see ;  we 
Catholics  insist  not  on  fixed  times  and  seasons 
for  devotion,  and  here,  you  know,  we  can  attend 
no  matins  within  the  chateau." 

Philippe  answered  angrily,  "  And  if  the 
baron  knew  how  you  were  behaving  with  his 
guest,  he  would  resent  your  reverence  s  conduct." 

''  Vraiment ! "  exclaimed  Beretti,  elevating  his 
eyebrows.  "  I  was  always  led  to  believe  that 
the  Baron  de  Saigas  was  a  good  Catholic !  But 
if  you  tell  me  he  is  not,  then  that  explains  the 
rumours  lately  spread  abroad  of  his  having 
given  help  to  the  Camisards." 

Philippe  bit  his  lip.  He  had  exposed  his 
host's  weak  side  to  the  enemy,  and  he  did  not 
know  how  to  defend  him  without  telling  a  lie  ; 
whereas  to  say  nothing  would  be  equivalent  to 
admitting  a  damaging  truth  against  him.  For- 
tunately, Marie  came  to  the  rescue  of  her 
cousin. 
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*'  Pardon  !  Rumour  must  be  mistaken  ;  for 
Monsieur  le  Baron  talked  much  with  me  about 
these  same  Camisards — '  Enfants  de  Dieu/  as 
they  style  themselves — and  he  ridiculed  their 
strange  fanaticism,  their  pretended  inspiration, 
their  idolatry  of  the  Bible,  in  such  round  terms 
that  I  will  venture  to  stand  surety  for  his  inno- 
cence of  any  such  heretical  tendency." 

"Ah,  that  is  very  Interesting,"  said  the  Jesuit 
in  a  languid  tone,  making  an  entrance  In  the  note- 
book which  he  had  just  taken  from  his  pockets 

As  they  reached  the  chateau,  BerettI  suddenly 
took  leave  of  them,  alleging  an  engagement 
at  Florae.  The  baron,  a  few  hours  after  his 
departure,  was  exhibiting  to  his  guests  his  great 
collection  of  stuffed  birds  and  wild  animals, 
which  he  had  shot  In  the  surrounding  forest, 
when  a  page  entered  and  informed  him  that 
one  of  the  preaching  prophets  waited  without, 
*'  Pierre  Seguler,  of  Maglstavols,  by  the  grace 
of  God  Enfant  de  Dieu." 

''Allons,  mes  amis,"  cried  the  baron  laughing; 
''  would  you  like  to  see  a  live  prophet  ?  Jere- 
miah was  nothing  to  him.  Invite  him  hither, 
Robert." 

Marie  wanted  to  run  away,  but  the  baron 
playfully  held  her  in  her  chair  until  the  door 
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Opened  again,  and  the  page,  with  a  touch  of 
waggery,  bowed  low  as  he  gave  the  visitor's 
name  and  style  :  "  Monsieur  Pierre  Seguier^ 
prophet  and  preacher  of  Magistavols." 

But  Seguier  knew  nought  of  irony,  and  re- 
spected not  the  person  of  man,  baron,  or  knave. 
With  a  strong,  lordly  stride  he  entered  the 
chamber  and  presented  a  written  paper  to  the 
baron,  who  stooped  and  read.  Meanwhile,  the 
others  took  a  severe  scrutiny  of  the  prophet's 
face  and  figure. 

Seguier  was  over  six  feet,  bony  and  muscular. 
His  face  was  dark  and  ill-shaven  ;  his  long 
black  hair  hung  loosely  over  his  shoulders  ;  his 
upper  teeth  were  gone,  and  this  lent  a  weird  and 
haggard  look  to  his  face,  which  was  increased 
by  the  wild  light  that  sometimes  gleamed  in  his 
dark  eyes — the  symptom,  probably,  of  those  fits 
of  ecstasy  to  which  he  was  subject  in  the 
wilderness.  A  white  flannel  shirt  was  his  only 
garment  above  ;  his  red  trousers  were  tucked 
into  long  leathern  boots  that  came  above  the 
knee.  The  thin,  firmly  knit  lips  marked  the 
fierce  iron  will  of  the  man  who  has  since  been 
characterized  as  "the  Danton  of  the  Cevennes." 

*'  Tres  bien,"  remarked  the  baron,  as  he 
returned  the  paper. 
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"  And  doth  the  Spirit  move  you,  even  as  it 
moveth  me?"  asked  Seguier,  extending  his  long, 
bony  arm  and  hitting  his  hollow-sounding  chest. 
"  I  will,  with  your  leave,  ask  these,  my  guests, 
who,  I  must  tell  you  in  confidence,  are  of  the 
Religion,  and  have  just  escaped  from  Normandy. 
Mes  amis,  there  is  a  meeting  to-night  in  the 
desert,  will  .you  come  ? " 

"  Since  you  are  of  the  Religion,  mesdames," 
said  Seguier,  turning  to  Marie,  "  I  call  you  to 
the  clefts  of  the  rocks  and  the  caverns  of  the 
mountains ;  for  there  the  dove  will  show  her 
face,  and  you  shall  hear  her  voice,  for  it  is 
sweet."  The  prophet  looked  up  at  the  ceiling ; 
his  eyes  grew  fixed  and  glassy,  and  his  whole 
frame  quivered  and  throbbed  with  emotion. 

Marie  trembled  with  fear,  Ethel  drew  back 
amazed,  Philippe  looked  at  the  seigneur  to  see 
how  he  took  this  mad  rhapsody,  as  it  seemed  to 
him.  But  the  baron  stood  with  one  foot  on 
the  burning  log,  calmly  regarding  the  fire,  and 
Philippe  thought  he  saw  the  faintest  of  smiles 
flickering  on  his  face. 

"  If  you,  monsieur,  approve,  I  should  like  to 
go,"  said  Philippe. 

"And  I,  too,  if  women  are  permitted  to 
attend,"  said  Ethel. 

VOL.  III.  D 
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Seguler  replied,  "  Some  of  our  greatest  pro- 
phetesses are  women,  aye,  and  girls,  too — young 
girls  who  know  nothing  but  what  the  Spirit 
breathes  into  them.  '  Ce  n'est  pas  vous  qui 
parlez,  mais  le  Saint-Esprit  qui  parle  pour 
vous.'  And  again,  from  the  Acts  of  the 
Apostles,  '  Vos  fils  et  vos  filles  prophetiseront' 
Yea,  come  and  see  for  yourselves."   . 

Seguier  was  persuaded  to  partake  of  material 
food  before  he  left  the  chateau. 

"  You  do  not  believe  in  all  this,  cousin,  do 
you  ?  "  asked  Marie. 

"  Sometimes  I  think  there  is  something  in  it," 
replied  the  baron.  *'  Sometimes,  as  to-day,  the 
absurdity  of  their  address  tickles  me.  But  if 
you  had  seen,  as  I  have,  the  inhuman  cruelties 
that  have  invoked  this  fanatical  fervour,  you 
would  at  least  respect  it.  There  is  hardly  a 
home  hereabouts  in  which  they  do  not  mourn  a 
father  or  a  son  or  a  mother.  The  wheel  and 
the  screw  have  been  wondrous  busy  with  arms 
and  legs,  and  now  comes  insensibility  to  pain. 
Then,  the  beauty  of  the  soul  gleams  forth  so 
sweetly  in  some  of  their  young  girls,  you  can 
hardly  do  but  believe  it  miraculous.  A  short 
time  ago  there  was  one,  '  La  belle  Isabeau '  she 
was    called,    only   fifteen    years  .old,    short   of 
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Stature,  with  *  an  irregular  face,  but  looking, 
when  lit  up  with  her  fine  coal-black  eyes,  like 
an  ano^el's.  She  could  neither  read  nor  write  ; 
her  speech  was  the  patois  of  the  country,  for 
she  was  the  daughter  of  a  wool-comber  ;  yet  I 
have  heard  that  girl,  in  her  moments  of  inspira- 
tion, speak  perfect  French  and  preach  elo- 
quently. Twenty  or  thirty  of  us  would  meet 
in  a  barn  on  the  hill-side,  and  Isabeau  would 
chaunt  the  commandments,  then  a  psalm,  in 
a  low  and  fascinating  voice.  Then  she  woitld 
meditate  a  moment,  and  begin  the  lamenta- 
tion of  the  Church — tortured,  exiled,  at  the 
galleys,  ia  the  dungeons  ;  and  for  all  these  evils 
she  would  blame  our  sins  only,  calling  us  to 
penitence,  and  speaking  angelically  of  the  divine 
goodness,  till  we  sobbed  with  her,  and  confessed 
our  sins  aloud." 

"  That  does  seem  miraculous,  indeed  !  Could 
I  witness  such  a  sight  ?  "  asked  Marie. 

"  Alas  !  no.  The  poor  girl  lies  in  prison  at 
Grenoble — they  arrested  her !  " 

"  The  brutes  !  "  cried  Philippe.  "  And  have 
you  witnessed  their  ecstasies  ?  " 

''  Often,  indeed.  Why,  whole  villages  went 
into  convulsions  not  long  ago  —  fixed  eyes, 
heaving    breasts,    hair    erect,    foaming   at    the 
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mouth,  a  trance,  then  a  flow  of  eloquence. 
Pardieu  !  it  was  infectious  ;  the  malady  spread 
like  fever.  By  the  by,  you  ought  to  under- 
stand the  various  stages  of  ecstasy.  First, 
then,  you  have  '  I'avertissement,'  the  warning  ; 
secondly,  '  le  souffle,'  the  breathing  of  the 
Spirit ;  thirdly,  *  la  prophetie,'  the  gift  of  pro- 
phecy ;  and  lastly,  '  le  don,'  the  gift  of  preach- 
ing." 

"  I  can  swallow  all  but  the  prophetic  part," 
cried  Philippe. 

"  Bah  !  you  are  not  half  a  Camisard.  But 
wait  a  bit ;  we  shall  have  Philippe  also  among 
the  prophets  ere  this  moon  be  old." 

After  supper  Marie  sat  with  madame  in  the 
ladies'  apartment;  the  others  dressed  themselves 
for  the  meeting  in  the  desert. 

The  servants  were  led  to  think  that  their 
master  was  going  to  spend  the  evening  with  a 
neighbour,  for  the  baron  might  get  into  trouble 
if  it  was  known  that  he,  a  nouveau  converti,  had 
attended  a  meeting.  Madame  his  wife  was 
a  decided  Huguenot,  but  had  never  committed 
herself  in  act. 

The  baron  himself  took  the  reins,  and  away 
they  drove  in  the  gloom  of  an  October  night — 
jolting  over  disorderly  stones  and  sinking  into 
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sudden  ruts ;  climbing  the  dark  hill  that  loomed 
ahead,  and  again  stopping  to  take  rest,  and 
hearing  the  stout  cob  breathe  fast  and  furious 
in  the  lonesome  stillness  of  the  night.  At  last 
they  came  to  a  little  stone  hut,  high  up  the 
mountain.     A  fuzzy  head  peered  out. 

''  Qui  va  la  ? " 

*'  The  sword  of  the  Lord  !  "  was  the  answer. 

Instantly  a  man  ran  towards  the  berline,  and 
began  unharnessing  the  cob.     All  descended. 

"  We  must  walk  now,"  said  the  baron,  leading 
the  way  up  the  hill. 

Philippe  gallantly  offered  Ethel  his  arm,  but, 
alas !  a  boulder  soon  caught  his  toe  and  preci- 
pitated him  on  his  face.  Ethel  now  offered  him 
her  arm,  and  so,  laughing,  they  stumbled  on 
together. 

"  Hush  !  "  whispered  the  baron  ;  '*  we  are 
almost  there  now  ;  see  the  light  yonder." 

They  began  to  descend  into  a  narrow  ravine 
whose  sides  were  ringed  with  rocks  and  juniper- 
bushes.  At  the  entrance  of  the  gorge  stood  a 
sentinel,  who  challenged  them  for  the  watch- 
word. Two  or  three  lamps  were  hung  on  the 
bushes,  and  by  the  misty  light  which  they  gave 
it  was  just  possible  to  make  out  the  outline  of  a 
great  multitude  of  people. 
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'*  These  people,"  whispered  the  baron,  "  have 
come  from  great  distances;  many  must  have 
started  at  day-break.  They  are  going  to  sing 
Marot  s  sixty-eighth  psalm." 

A  tall  figure,  which  they  recognized  as 
Seguier,  mounted  a  fallen  rock  and  said — . 

'*  Enfants  de  Dieu,  the  moon  will  soon  be  up  ; 
let  us  sing  to  the  Eternal." 

Instantly  the  great  silence  was  broken  by 
the  voices  of  the  worshippers,  singing  to  the 
martial  music  of  Goudimal  the  following  stirring 
words — 

Que  Dieu  se  montre  seulement, 
Et  Ton  verra  dans  un  moment 

Abandonner  la  place, 
Le  camp  des  ennemis  epars, 
Epouvante  de  toutes  parts, 
Fuira  devant  sa  face. 

On  verra  tout  ce  camp  s'enfuir, 
Comme  Ton  voit  s'evanouir 

Une  epaisse  fumee ; 
Comme  la  cire  fond  au  feu, 
Ainsi  des  mechants  devant  Dieu, 

La  force  est  consumee. 

L'Eternel  est  notre  recours  : 
Nous  obtenons  par  son  secours, 

Plus  d'une  deliverance. 
C'est  Lui  qui  fut  notre  support, 
Et  qui  tient  les  clefs  de  la  mort, 

Lui  seul  en  sa  puissance. 
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A  nous  defendre  toujours  prompt, 
II  frappe  le  superbe  front 

De  la  troupe  ennemie ; 
On  verra  tomber  sous  ses  coups 
Ceux  qui  provoquent  son  courroux 

Par  leur  mechante  vie. 

As  the  last  notes  died  away  on  the  night 
air,  Seguier  again  mounted  the  stone  pulpit, 
and  by  the  light  of  the  lamp  began  to  read 
some  of  the  Revelations  of  St.  John,  saying,  by 
way  of  preface — 

"  The  king  and  his  priests  have  sought  to 
burn  our  Bibles,  but  so  long  as  one  remains  it 
shall  be  read  at  our  assemblies  ;  aye,  and  if  all 
be  burnt,  God  will  inspire  his  prophets  to  utter 
the  word." 

A  low  hum  of  applause  greeted  the  speaker's 
words,  and  then,  amid  a  breathless  silence,  he 
read  a  chapter  from  the  Bible.  When  this  was 
ended,  Seguier  stepped  down,  and  a  man 
named  Abraham  Mazel  took  his  place.  There 
was  a  general  stir  and  movement  towards  the 
preacher  as  he  gave  out  his  text :  "  My  dove, 
who  hidest  thyself  in  clefts  of  the  rocks  and  in 
the  caverns  of  the  mountains,  show  me  thy  face 
and  make  me  hear  thy  voice ;  for  thy  voice  is 
sweet  and  thy  face  is  beautiful." — Song  of 
Songs,  ii.  14. 
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The  preacher  commenced  by  explaining  that 
Jesus  Christ  is  calHng  his  Church  "  my  dove." 
The  Church  is  pure  and  clean,  never  soils  her 
wing's ;  but  the  Church  of  Rome  is  full  of  all 
imcleanness.  It  is  a  false  Church,  and  in  nowise 
the  dove  of  Jesus  Christ,  which  is  persecuted 
and  hides,  as  we  do,  amid  the  mountains ;  but 
the  false  Church  shall  be  destroyed,  like  those 
of  Ephesus,  Smyrna,  Corinth,  etc.  The  dove, 
too,  is  gentle  and  peaceful,  so  is  the  true 
Church  :  "  happy  are  the  peace-makers,"  'saith 
Jesus.  "  Away,  then,  with  this  Romish  Church," 
he  cried,  ''  which  is  hard,  without  pity,  full  of 
cruel  men  who  oppress  their  brethren,  who 
tyrannize  over  them,  who  spoil  the  true 
believers  of  their  goods,  drive  them  from  their 
homes,  drag  them  into  dungeons,  make  them 
suffer  the  torture  of  the  question,  the  galley, 
the  racjc,  the  wheel,  the  fire !  We  cannot  call 
this  the  dove  of  Jesus  Christ,  but  the  whore  of 
Babylon,  drunk  with  the  blood-  of  his  saints  and 
possessed  by  the  evil  spirit,  which  has  been 
murderous  since  the  commencement  of  the 
world."  Mazel  then  spoke  of  some  of  their 
pasteurs  who  had  ministered  amongst  them  but 
lately,  and  he  described  with  vivid  accuracy  of 
detail  their  torture  and  death  on  the  Peyron  at 
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Montpellier,  which  he  himself  had  witnessed. 
"  Oui,  mes  freres,"  he  concluded,  ''  while  their 
bones  were  being  crunched  on  the  wheel,  they 
prayed  for  you  and  me." 

During  the  sermon,  of  which  the  foregoing  is 
only  a  bare  abstract,  groans  and  sobs  frequently 
interrupted  the  preacher,  and  towards  the  end 
many  faces  were  lifted  up  in  the  clear  moon- 
light, wet  with  tears  for  the  fate  of  those  they 
had  known  and  loved. 

Again  the  dark  face  of  Seguier  appea^red 
above  the  heads  of  the  assembly ;  his  eyes  were 
fixed  upwards.  All  knelt ;  the  prophet  was  in 
an  ecstasy,  and  the  word  of  the  Lord  was 
waited  for  on  bended  knee. 

Long  time  was  silence  kept,  save  for  sobs 
and  groans,  and  the  lanthorns  cast  a  dim,  weird 
light  on  the  prostrate  multitude.  But,  hark  ! 
the  lips  of  the  prophet  open,  he  lifts  his  right 
hand  to  heaven. 

''Yea,  Lord,  we  have  suffered  long  in  patience. 
Thou  sayest  our  cup  is  well-nigh  full ;  but  what 
is  this  vision,  Lord,  that  thou  showest  us  ?  Be- 
hold !  I  see  a  pleasant  garden,  bright  with  the 
flowers  of  spring,  but  its  comeliness  has  been 
marred  and  its  fruits  spoiled  by  black  oxen, 
which    even    now    are    ravaging    its    pleasant 
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places  ;  and,  behold  !  from  the  green  coverts 
I  see  bright-eyed  cherubim,  with  the  avenging 
sword  half  drawn,  ready  to  spring  upon  the 
black  oxen.  Enfants  de  Dieu,  God  calleth  us 
•to  be  up  and  doing.  Be  ready  when  the  blood- 
red  signal  summons  the  elect." 

This  recitation — for  it  was  chaunted  aloud  in 
deep  and  solemn  tones — stirred  the  hearts  of 
the  men  as  the  sermon  had  moved  the  tears  of 
the  women  ;  and,  indeed,  the  very  sight  of  so 
vast  a  multitude  assembled  to  pray  at  midnight, 
singing  the  psalms  of  Marot  under  the  shadow 
of  echoing  rocks,  was  enough  to  kindle  enthu- 
siasm. And  many  of  these  poor  creatures,  as 
they  listened  to  the  distant  echo  repeated  again 
and  again,  fainter  and  yet  more  faintly,  from  the 
sterile  slopes,  fancied,  in  their  child-like  sim- 
plicity, that  it  was  the  sound  of  heavenly  voices 
borne  along  the  breeze. 

It  was  now  past  midnight.  Two  hours  had 
elapsed  since  the  service  began,  when,  at  a 
signal,  all  fell  on  their  knees,  and  there  burst 
from  their  mouths  the  grand  Hebrew  lament, 
the  hundred  and  thirty-seventh  psalm :  '^  By 
the  waters  of  Babylon  we  sat  down  and  wept." 
It  was  sung  in  a  minor  key,  and  the  music, 
hovering    between     tenderness    and    wildness, 
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had  a  strange  pathos  to  Ethel  and  PhlHppe. 
It  was  impossible  not  to  sympathize  with 
these  "  Enfants  de  Dieu,"  however  extrava- 
gant and  grotesque  was  their  devotion ;  it  was 
inevitable  that  the  lump  should  rise  in  your 
throat;  it  was  no  disgrace  to  you  if  you  wiped 
away  a  tear  and  breathed  a  prayer  for  them, 
and  felt  that  in  some  sort  they  were  God's 
loved  ones,  his  little  children. 

*'Allons!"  whispered  the  baron,  ''come  and 
see  them  take  'the  Holy  Supper.'"  And  he 
led  his  guests  to  the  further  end  of  the  gorge, 
posting  them  on  a  rock  from  which  they  could 
look  down  upon  the  Camisards. 

A  stout  barricade  of  wood  had  been  erected 
here,  leaving  a  narrow  passage  for  the  entrance 
of  one  person  at  a  time,  and  at  the  barrier  stood 
two  ancients  of  the  Church,  who  strictly  ex- 
amined every  candidate,  rejecting  several  who 
were  known  to  live  loosely.  The  predicant,  or 
preacher,  having  had  no  imposition  of  hands, 
could  properly  not  minister  "  Le  Saint  Cene ;  " 
but  when  the  pasteurs  were  hunted  away  or 
slain,  that  rule  had  to  be  relaxed.  First,  then, 
the  faithful  were  admitted  to  partake  of  the 
"  Holy  Supper,"  and  afterwards  "  les  coupables," 
the    erring    but    penitent,    were    publicly    ad- 
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monlshed  and  allowed  to  approach.  There  was 
a  great  silence  as  each  went  up  to  the  barriers. 
The  whole  Church  took  a  breathless  interest  in 
the  integrity  of  every  one  of  its  members,  and 
when  any  one  was  rejected  there  was  a  wave  of 
sorrow  saddening  face  and  heart  of  that  united 
assembly.  It  reminded  one  of  the  angels  in 
heaven  grieving  over  an  erring  disciple. 

Not  half  of  the  people  had  yet  presented 
themselves  before  the  ancients,  when  a  shep- 
herd's horn,  blown  half-way  down  the  hill,  was 
answered  by  a  second  from  the  rocks  on  the 
side  of  the  ravine,  and  immediately  the  sentinels 
posted  at  the  two  extremities  rushed  in,  crying, 
"  Save  yourselves  !  the  dragoons  are  upon  us  ! " 

Then  ensued  such  a  scene  of  panic  and  con- 
fusion as  baffles  description.  Everybody  tried  to 
save  himself ;  and  as  the  throng  pressed  tumul- 
tuously  through  the  narrow  rock-bound  entrance, 
many  got  thrown  down  and  trampled  upon. 
Children  of  six  years  of  age  were  heard  crying 
for  their  mothers,  from  whom  they  had  been 
separated;  mothers  with  infants  at  the  breast 
sank  exhausted  to  the  ground.  Yet,  in  spite  of 
the  confusion,  when  the  soldiers  arrived,  clamber- 
ing on  hands  and  knees  over  the  slates  and 
flints,  not  a  soul  was  visible — the  Camisards  had 
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disappeared  like  so  many  mice  into  their  holes. 
A  diligent  search  brought  to  light  four  or  five 
young  children,  an  aged  man  or  two,  and  some 
fainting  mothers ;  these  were  promptly  de- 
spatched at  the  point  of  the  sword,  amid  the 
curses  and  regrets  of  the  captain,  who  had 
reckoned  on  offering  up  a  hecatomb  of  victims. 

The  baron  and  his  guests  made  all  haste  to 
the  berline,  which  they  found  ready  for  them. 
Fortunately,  the  bright  moon  enabled  them  to 
drive  swiftly  home. 

''  What,  madame  not  gone  to  bed ! "  cried 
the  baron  to  his  little  wife. 

"Ah!  non,  mon  cher,  something  has  hap- 
pened." 

"  Eh  quoi,  you  have  heard  it  then  already?" 

"  Heard  what  ?  Surely  nothing  has  happened 
to  you  or  mademoiselle  there." 

"  The  dragoons  Interrupted  the  assembly ;  I 
fear  many  are  killed." 

'*  Mon  DIeu  !  eh,  mon  Dieu !  then  -she  has 
given  information  to  the  soldiers." 

"  Who,  madame  ;  who  ? " 

"  Mademoiselle  de  Cornelll !  She  left  the 
house  soon  after  you  went,  and  has  not  yet 
returned." 
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CHAPTER   III. 

There  was  not  much  sleep  for  Ethel  that 
night.  The  events  of  the  day  kept  recurring  to 
her  as  she  lay  in  bed  ;  but,  piece  them  together 
as  she  might,  it  was  difficult  to  get  rid  of  the 
dark  suspicion  attaching  to  her  friend.  The 
Jesuit's  earnest  talk  with  her  in  the  morning, 
Marie's  sudden  change  of  mood  from  melan- 
choly to  the  old  gaiety,  the  preacher's  disclosure 
of  the  intended  assembly,  Marie's  disappearance 
the  moment  the  baron  had  departed — all  these 
put  together  made  a  very  ugly  indictment 
against  the  young  ddvote.  Against  this  was 
to  be  ranged  Marie's  respect  for  honour,  the 
laws  of  hospitality,  her  general  dreaminess  and 
inactivity,  her  tendency  to  shrink  from  promi- 
nent positions,  and  the  consideration  that  any 
means  employed  for  ruining  the  baron  would 
also,  in    all    probability,  involve    Philippe,   and 
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might  prevent  her  from  succeeding  in  the  rescue 
of  her  father — a  matter  which  very  recently  she 
had  expressed  herself  anxious  to  accomplish. 
But,  again,  Ethel  reflected  that  character,  disposi- 
tion, tendencies,  rational  considerations,  cannot 
be  counted  on  when  the  overwhelming  motives 
which  the  priest  brings  to  bear  take  possession 
of  the  mind.  Religion  can  make  a  sot  into  a 
saint,  but  it  may  also  force  the  kindest,  purest, 
honestest  heart  to  do  inhuman  atrocities  ;  in 
short,  whether  religion  be  true  or  false,  it  is 
the  mightiest  engine  still  amongst  all  man's 
machinery. 

The  next  morning  strict  search  was  made 
about  the  grounds  for  any  footprints  which 
might  give  a  clue  to  the  mystery,  but  none 
were  found.  Inquiry  was  also  set  on  foot  in  the 
village,  but  nothing  was  elicited  ;  somebody,  it 
is  true,  had  seen  two  women  in  a  cart  hanging 
about  after  dark  near  the  chateau,  but  he  had 
not  seen  what  became  of  them. 

In  the  middle  of  the  day  an  anonymous  letter 
came  to  the  baron,  advising  him  to  fly,  for  that 
his  presence  at  the  assembly  was  discovered, 
and  information  had  been  given  to  Monsieur 
Baville.  When  the  baron  showed  this  letter  to 
his  wife  in  Ethel's  presence,  she  broke  out  in 
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loud  reproaches  against  Marie;  for  who  but 
she  knew  that  the  baron  had  attended  the 
assembly  ? 

"We  have  unwittingly  brought  much  trouble 
upon  you,  madame,"  said  Philippe. 

''Pas  du  tout ;  the  trouble  has  been  impending 
over  us  these  six  months,  ever  since  Monsieur 
le  Baron  took  the  oaths  to  Cardinal  de  Noailles, 
as  a  nouveau  converti.  He  cried,  it  is  true  » 
but  tears  are  but  a  sorry  offering  to  pay  for 
denying  your  God,  and  tears  in  a  man  of  your 
size,  baron,  are  too  ridiculous." 

The  discomfited  giant  smiled  a  sickly  smile 
and  played  with  his  points. 

"  For  my  part,"  continued  madame,  "■  I  have 
resolved  to  fly  to  Geneva.  I  will  not  put  up 
with  the  impertinences  of  these  priests.  I  have 
no  desire  to  be  confined  in  a  nunnery,  and  I 
cannot  stay  to  see  my  husband  carried  off  to 
the  rack." 

"  Nonsense,  ma  chere;  Baville  will -do  nothing. 
I  only  went  out  of  curiosity." 

"  Then,  monsieur,  you  ought  to  be  ashamed 
of  yourself.  Only  went  out  of  curiosity,  indeed  ! 
And,  pray,  what  business  had  you  to  imperil 
your  family  and  your  estates  merely  to  satisfy 
curiosity  ?      I  had  hoped  that  you  went  as  a 
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firm  and  brave  protest  against  iniquitous  laws  ; 
but  I  am  mistaken — my  husband  has  not 
courage  enough  to  support  his  opinions.  Ah  J 
you  think  to  Hve  an  easy  Hfe  by  turning  two 
ways,  but,  mark  me  !  they  will  have  that  hand- 
some Janus  head  of  yours  on  the  block  some 
day." 

The  baron  laughed. 

"  Ma  chere,  calm  yourself;  you  are  angry." 
Madame  rang  the  bell :   bells  were  novelties 
in  houses  just  then. 

"  Send  the  master  of  the  stables  to  me  at 
once." 

"  Ma  vie,  calm  yourself.  Don't  be  rash  ;  one 
false  step  may  cost  us  dear." 

"  Our  six  little  children — it  cuts  me  to  the 
heart  to  leave  them.  But  they  at  any  rate  are 
safe  from  persecution.  They  can  but  send  them 
to  a  convent  school ;  to  stay  here  would  profit 
them  nought.  I  will  fiy  while  I  may.  To-morrow 
the  brutal  dragoons  may  be  here  to  insult  me, 
as  I  have  seen  them  insult  poor  Madame  de 
Vebron,  pulling  her  out  of  bed,  and  stripping 
her,  and  pinching  her  all  over,  and  then  apply- 
ing hot  charcoal  to  her  feet ;  or,  as  they  did  to 
old  madame,  her  mother,  keeping  her  awake  by 
dropping  cold  water  on  her  head  till  she  nearly 
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went  mad,  and  then  offering  to  sell  sleep  to  her 
at  ten  livres  an  hour!  Non,  mon  baron,  since 
you  are  not  bold  enough  to  head  a  revolution  in 
the  Cevennes,  now,  when  the  mine  only  wants 
a  spark  to  spring  it  at  any  moment,  I  will  get 
out  of  harm  s  way  as  quick  as  I  can.  I  shall 
look  forward  to  joining  my  children  in  a  few 
years  ;  but,  helas  !  if  you  will  not  come  with  me, 
may  God  preserve  you,  for  man  will  not." 

The  poor  baron  was  at  his  wits'  end.  He  had 
so  far  trimmed  his  sails  as  to  steer  tranquilly 
'twixt  his  conscience  and  his  interests,  but  the 
hour  of  compromising  had  gone  by  and  left 
him  unable  and  unwilling  to  take  a  bold  part. 
He  turned  with  a  bewildered  air  to  Ethel,  who 
stood  amazed  by  the  plucky  language  of  the  little 
Frenchwoman,  and  said — 

**  Can  you  not  dissuade  madame  from  her 
mad  enterprise  ?  " 

'*  I  am  strange  to  the  country,  monsieur.  I 
know  not  what  chance  of  success  a  rising 
amongst  the  peasantry  would  have,  but  from 
what  I  have  heard,  I  think  madame's  scheme 
preferable  to  waiting  here  to  be  grossly  in- 
sulted ;  indeed,  did  not  my  duty  require  me  to 
sjtay  by  Mademoiselle  de  Cornelli,  I  should  like 
nothing  better  than  to  accompany  madame 
myself," 
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**Well  said  for  an  Englishwoman!"  exclaimed 
madame. 

"  You  must  consider,"  replied  the  baron, 
*'  that  If  I  were  to  attempt  to  fly,  my  property 
would  be  confiscated  ;  I  should  go  to  Geneva  a 
beggar,  and  If  I  were  caught,  as  Is  very  pro- 
bable, I  should  spend  my  days  In  the  galleys. 
Now  I  prefer  to  stay  here  and  run  the  risk  of 
what  may  happen." 

The  master  of  the  stables  now  entered  the 
room — an  old  man  with  a  weather-beaten  face, 
broad  brow,  and  strongly  marked  eyebrows. 

*'Jean,"  said  madame,  "you  will  prepare  our 
departure  for  to-night.  The  horses'  shoes  should 
be  reversed,  as  the  ground  Is  soft  with  the 
morning's  rain.  We  start  at  dark.  Have  my 
little  mare  well  fed.  Monsieur  le  Baron  remains." 

The  old  serviteur,  familiar  friend  and  con- 
fidant .  of  the  family,  bowed  low  and  just  gave 
one  look  of  reproach  at  his  master  ere  he  quitted 
the  chamber. 

The  rest  of  the  day  Ethel  spent  In  helping 
madame  to  put  together  the  few  things  she  was 
to  take  with  her.  The  hazel  eyes  that  had 
shone  with  such  fire  in  the  iDoudoIr  were  stream- 
ing with  tears  In  the  nursery,  when,  as  she  sat 
on   the   floor,   her   little  ones  climbed    merrily 
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about  her,  and  put  their  soft,  dimpled  arms 
around  her  neck.  And  when  at  last  the  orchard 
faded  away  in  the  twilight,  and  evening  drew 
her  opaque  mantle  over  flower-bed  and  gravel- 
walk,  Jean  came  to  the  door  with  four  horses 
saddled  and  accoutred.  The  third  was  for 
madame's  maid,  the  fourth  for  the  baggage. 

The  farewell  was  short.  When  Ethel  re- 
turned to  the  boudoir,  so  soon  as  the  horses'  feet 
became  inaudible,  she  found  the  baron  leaning, 
with  his  head  on  the  mantelpiece  ;  a  great  sob 
shook  his  stalwart  frame.  Ethel  ran  upstairs 
and  fondled  the  poor  little  children.  ''  No  !  " 
she  said  to  herself,  "  I  would  not  have  left  him, 
after  all."  The  touch  of  feminine  tenderness 
in-  the  strong  hunter  had  swayed  her  reason. 
''  Madame  could  not  have  loved  him,  as  I  would 
love  my  husband — but  then  she  is  French." 

The  next  two  days  came  and  went  without 
much  to  mark  them.  Ethel  was  a  good  deal  with 
the  motherless  children,  Philippe  was  riding  all 
over  the  country  in  quest  of  his  sister,  the 
baron  strode  moodily  into  the  forest  with  his 
gun  and  his  dogs,  and  the  servants  remarked 
that  never  had  their  master  .had  such  bad 
sport.  But  to  each  and  all  of  them  the  idea  of 
Marie  having  betrayed  the  assembly  appeared 
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every  day  more  monstrous  and  incredible.  Poor 
Philippe  went  about  his  task  with  half-hearted- 
ness.  ''  If  I  find  her,  the  doubt  will  be  cleared 
up  ;  but,  oh !  I  could  not  bear  to  learn  she  was 
false."  Ethel  felt  that  she  could  put  a  dagger 
into  Beretti  for  misleading  the  enthusiastic  girl. 
The  baron  was  ashamed  that  kin  of  his  should 
have  found  duty  in  dishonour. 

On  the  third  day  after  the  flight  of  madame, 
as  the  three  were  sitting  at  ddjeuner  in  the 
dining-hall,  a  page  announced  the  arrival*  of 
Monsieur  de  Prefosse,  major-general  of  the  king's 
troops.  The  baron  went  out  to  meet  him,  and 
re-entered  with  a  courtly  gentleman,  who  took 
his  seat  at  the  table  and  ate  a  few  grapes  in  an 
embarrassed  manner.  The  baron  jested  with 
him  for  his  want  of  appetite,  and  pressed  his 
guest  so  cordially  and  with  such  good  humour 
that  the  officer,  his  brow  wet  with  big  drops  of 
perspiration,  stammered  out  in  despair- — 

"  Mon  ami,  I  am  here  by  order  of  Monsieur 
le  Marechal  de  Montrevel,  and  it  is  my  painful 
duty  to  have  to  conduct  you  to  the  fort  of  St. 
Hippolyte." 

The  baron  dropped  his  knife  on  the  platter 
as  if  he  had  been  shot ;  then,  suddenly  re- 
covering himself,  he  said  with  a  smile — 
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"  But  suppose  I  refuse  to  go." 

''  Then,  monsieur,  it  would  be  my.  duty  to  call 
to  your  notice  a  company  of  the  governor's 
men  whom  I  have  taken  the  Hberty  to  encamp 
in  your  park  yonder." 

The  baron  looked  out  of  the  window,  and 
saw  enough  to  make  him  bite  his  lips. 

''  Monsieur  le  Marechal,"  he  replied,  "  pays 
me  a  compliment  in  sending  out  so  goodly  an 
army.  Now  if  madame  my  wife  were  here,  it 
would  be  different." 

The  major-general  could  not  help  smiling, 
for  it  was  well  known  how  the  baron  stood  in 
awe  of  his  little  wife. 

"  I  am  glad  you  bear  it  so  bravely,"  he 
said. 

But  his  lip  quivered  as  he  confided  his  six 
little  ones  to  Ethel's  care  ;  and  he  marched  out 
jof  his  own  house  with  downcast  look,  nor  ever 
acknowledged  the  salutes  of  his  retainers,  who 
stood  on  either  side  of  the  hall,  more  than  one 
of  whom  burst  into  tears,  for  the  Baron  de 
Saigas  was  much  beloved. 

And  now  Ethel  found  herself  mistress  of  the 
chateau.  The  children  had  taken  kindly  to 
her,  and  the  servants  began  to  look  to  her  as  the 
sole  remaining  bond  of  their  unity. 
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Philippe  had  an  interview  with  Seguier  on 
the  afternoon  of  the  day  on  which  the  baron 
was  arrested,  and  the  result  was  that  he  went 
to  Ethel  and  told  her  that  a  secret  expedition 
would  keep  him  away  for  several  days.  "  I  am 
sorry  to  leave  you  thus  alone,"  he  added,  with 
an  assumption  of  manliness. 

"  You  must  do  what  you  wish,  I  suppose  ; 
but  remember  that  your  father's  liberty,  and 
perhaps  your  sister's,  too,  depends  on  our  being 
cautious,"  said  Ethel. 

''  Oh,  trust  me !  "  replied  the  boy,  as  he  took 
down  some  of  the  baron's  armour  and  fingered 
a  rusty  pistol  with  youthful  admiration. 

The  next  day  some  officers  of  the  district 
came  and  arrested  four  of  the  baron's  tenants. 
Two  they  condemned  to  the  galleys  for  having 
given  food  to  a  rebel  troop  under  Castanet ;  the 
two  others  were  to  be  hanged.  They  were 
brought  pinioned  to  the  chateau,  and  a  priest, 
cure  of  St.  Germain,  le  Pere  Louvreleuil,  came 
to  confess  them  before  they  died.  Ethel  was 
standing  by,  having  just  refreshed  them  with 
some  wine. 

"Arriere  de  moi,  monsieur;  vous  m'etes  un 
Satan — retirez-vous ! "  said  the  one  to  the 
priest. 
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*'  But  I  have  come  hither  to  console  you,"  he 
rejoined. 

"  I  don't  want  you ;  it  is  not  in  man  that  I  put 
my  trust,  but  in  God — In  Thee,  Saviour  of  the 
world,  who  hast  said,  '  Come  unto  me,  all  ye 
who  are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you 
rest.'  " 

They  led  him  out  and  hanged  him. 

The  other  prisoner  was  a  young  man  of 
about  thirty  years,  with  fair  hair  and  a  soft 
expression  of  countenance,  and  weak,  wandering 
eyes  which  told  their  tale  of  transient  enthusiasm 
soon  burnt  out — a  fire  of  straw,  speedily  reduced 
to  tinder  if  the  heart  of  oak  be  not  by  to  catch 
and  propagate  its  fire.  As  the  priest  exhorted 
him  to  penitence  in  the  great  hall,  Ethel  and 
many  of  the  serviteurs  standing  by,  the  poor 
fellow  wept  and  threw  himself  on  his  knees, 
professed  himself  a  good  Catholic,  agreed  to 
sign  anything  le  Pere  proposed  to  him,  and 
finally  received  absolution.  But  the  young 
man's  assurance  was  of  brief  duration.  Scarcely 
had  the  last  kind  and  even  affectionate  words  of 
the  priest  died  away  In  his  ears,  when  the  officer 
charged  with  his  execution  entered  the  chateau 
and  •  carried  him  down  to  the  orchard,  where  a 
kind  of  scaffold  had  been  extemporized  under  a 
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pear-tree;  there  they  hanged  hi'm  beside  the 
other. 

It  was  impossible  to  keep  these  things  secret 
from  the  observation  of  the  children,  for  the 
bonne  was  continually  looking  out  of  the 
window  and  uttering  exclamations  of  distress : 
*'  Ah,  il  souffre  !  " — ''  II  est  presque  mort !  "  and 
such-like  sympathetic  cries  to  which  the  un- 
educated give  vent  when  anything  especially 
terrible  or  disgusting  enthrals  their  attention. 

The  nursery  was  strangely  silent  to-day  ;  the 
two  elder  children  had  for  the  moment  lost  their 
youthful  gaiety.  When  Ethel  went  to  them  in 
the  evening  she  was  met  by  hushed  voices 
and  thoughtful  eyes  looking  prematurely  old. 
She  tried  to  break  the  spell  of  awe  which  was 
upon  them  by  telling  them  pleasant  stories ;  and 
with  the  youngest  asleep  on  her  lap,  and  the 
rest  grouped  about  her,  she  well-nigh  beguiled 
herself,  as  well  as  the  little  ones,  into  a  calmer 
and  happier  mood.  The  ready  smile,  the  natural 
laughter  of  a  child — what  sick  heart  does  not 
pluck  comfort  from  it  ?  Certainly  Ethel,  whose 
life  until  now  had  not  been  much  among  chil- 
dren, felt  the  magic  power  of  those  little  faces, 
from  which  care  had  so  lightly  flown.  And  as 
her  voice  grew  richer  with   merriment,  louder 
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laughed  the  children,  and  even  the  stout  nurse 
showed  her  decayed  teeth  In  spite  of  herself. 
Yet  this  cheerful  person  would  every  now  and 
then  spoil  the  end  of  a  fairy  tale  by  crying  out, 
*'  The  dead  men  are  now  lying  below  in  the 
hall,"  or,  "  The  White  Penitents  have  begged 
Antoine's  corpse,  for  he  died  in  the  true  Church," 
or,  "  Would  not  the  young  ladies  like  to  see 
the  coffins  ?  " — until  Ethel,  losing  all  patience, 
ordered  her  out  of  the  room.  In  ten  minutes, 
however,  she  returned,  with  a  face  ghastly  white 
and  upturned  hands. 

"  Bon  Dieu  !  Antoine  Agathon  has  come  to 
life  again ! " 

"Nonsense,  Blanche,  what  do  you  mean?" 
said  Ethel. 

"  I  tell  you  I  saw  him  move,  madame,  in  his 
coffin  !  They  are  all  standing  round  him  in  the 
hall." 

Ethel  ran  downstairs,  wondering  if  the  girl's 
strange  story  should  be  true,  and  there  she 
found  two  of  the  White  Penitents  supporting 
the  head  of  the  man  who  had  been  recently  cut 
down  from  beneath  the  pear-tree,  the  servants 
holding  their  flambeaux  all  awry,  and  peering 
with  frightened  faces  into  the  rude  coffin.  As 
Ethel  approached,  one  of  the  friars  rose  from 
his  knee  and  said — 
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**What  Is  to  be  done,  madame,  with  this 
young  man  ?  He  is  not  yet  dead  !  Regardez  ! 
he  opens  his  mouth  and  his  eyes,  and  fetches 
a  sigh ! " 

"  Bleed  him,  he  may  recover  yet ! "  cried 
Ethel,  with  animation. 

*'  Mais  non,  madame  ;  we  have  only  begged 
to  have  the  burying  of  him." 

But  Ethel  pushed  him  aside,  and  with  the 
point  of  her  bodkin  opened  a  vein.  The  blood 
trickled  out  feebly ;  after  a  few  minutes  it  came 
more  freely.  Again  Antoine  opened  his  eyes, 
and  asked  for  a  confessor ;  but  Ethel  ran  to  the 
store-room,  and  brought  him  instead  a  flagon 
of  brandy.  They  lifted  him  from  his  wooden 
coffin  and  carried  him  to  bed,  and  that  night 
several  of  the  serviteurs  declared  themselves 
nouveaux  convertis,  on  the  strength  of  the 
miracle  which  they  had  seen. 

The  next  day  Antoine  was  transferred  to  the 
convent  of  the  Peres  Cordeliers,  and  made 
much  of,  as,  indeed,  the  living  testimony  of  a 
genuine  miracle  ought  to  be.  And  when  the 
soldiers  got  wind  of  it  and  the  Sieur  de  St. 
Germain  sent  a  company  to  re-arrest  him,  the 
good  fathers  concealed  him  until  his  pardon  was 
obtained,  and,  under  the  name  of  Jean  Sauve, 
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he  lived  to  a  good   old   age,   the   lion  of  the 
neighbourhood. 

But  to  return  from  our  digression.  The 
day  after  Antolne's  resurrection  from  the  dead, 
Philippe  returned  to  the  chateau,  accompanied 
by  half  a  dozen  as  ragged  and  resolute  ruffians 
as  the  Spirit  ever  possessed.  The  boy  was 
covered  from  head  to  foot  "with  mud  and  glory," 
as  he  himself  phrased  it,  having  actually  had 
a  brush  with  Monsieur  Baville  and  his  troops 
near  Pont  de  Montvert ;  but  the  royal  troops 
outnumbered  the  "  Children  of  God,"  and  a  not 
unglorlous  flight,  in  which  Seguler  led  the  way, 
had  enabled  Philippe  and  his  companions  to 
reserve  themselves  for  another  occasion.  But 
although  they  were  beaten,  the  moral  effect 
produced  upon  the  natives  of  the  Cevennes  by 
this  handful  of  rebels  having  dared  to  bar  the 
progress  of  the  Intendant  of  Languedoc  was 
considerable.  The  Idea  of  using  force,  and  of 
using  it  successfully,  was  spreading  from  the 
cabin  of  the  ouvrier  to  the  hovel  of  the  moun- 
taineer ;  and  as  Philippe,  with  a  boyish  pride, 
told  Ethel  his  story  of  the  engagement,  he 
showed  her  two  things  which  were  at  that  time 
kindling  the  fire  of  revolt  among  the  people. 
One  was  a  book  by  Jurieu,  now  a  professor  at 
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Rotterdam,  ''  L'Accomplissement  des  Prophe- 
ties,"  an  application  of  the  Apocalypse  to  the 
present  troubles  ;  the  other  was  a  medal,  on 
one  side  of  which  was  a  dragon  overthrown  and 
pierced  by  an  arrow  ;  beneath  were  the  letters 
"C.R.S.,"  by  which  were  signified,  "  Christiani, 
Romanos  sacrificate  ; "  on  the  obverse  were  the 
letters,  '' J.O.V.R.S.M.,"  or,  ^'Juvenes  offerte 
verae  religioni  sacrificium  magnum." 

The  same  evening  a  letter  was  brought  from 
the  baron,  stating  that  the  court  had  sentenoed 
him  to  the  galleys  for  life  ;  his  chateau,  at  Saigas 
was  to  be  dismantled,  his  nobility  degraded,  his 
goods  confiscated.  A  few  earnest  words  com- 
mending his  children  to  Ethel  concluded  the 
letter. 

When  Philippe  had  read  this  he  looked  the 
English  girl  blankly  in  the  face,  and  seemed  at 
his  wits'  end  what  to  do  with  the  children. 
She,  too,  was  paralyzed  by  the  news,  so  sudden 
and  unexpected.  Without  friends  and  in  a 
strange  country,  with  the  prospect  of  having 
the  dragoons  down  in  a  few  days  to  dismember 
her  home,  it  was  a  rnoment  to  try  the  stoutest 
heart. 

''  If  madame  will  trust  herself  to  the  Enfants 
de    Dieu,"    exclaimed   one  of    the   Camisards, 


62  ASYLUM    CHRISTI. 

named  Conderc,  "  my  friend  Laporte  will,  I  am 
sure,  have  her  and  the  children  put  in  a  place  of 
safety  until  the  kingdom  of  God  is  establishe4 
in  the  land  and  the  saints  have  rest." 

That  night  the  little  ones  were  lifted  out  of 
their  warm  beds  and  hurriedly  dressed  and 
packed  close  in  a  farmyard  cart.  Philippe  and 
his  companions  walked  at  their  side  ;  Ethel  was 
holding  the  hempen  reins. 
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CHAPTER    IV. 

On  the  morning-  after  Ethel's  flight  from  the 
Chateau  de  Saigas,  the  Arch-priest  du  Chayla 
was  walking  on  the  little  terrace  which  sepa- 
rated his  house  from  the  brawling  and  shallow 
river  Tarn.  He  was  reading  his  breviary  ;  and 
two  or  three  Carmelite  friars  in  their  white 
flannel  cassocks  and  hoods  were  busy  packing 
up  some  good  things  for  the  faithful  in  a  basket 
which,  lay  on  the  low  wall.  A  few  paces  to  the 
left,  as  you  face  the  river,  is  a  stone  bridge 
which  connects  the  village  on  this  side  with  the 
squalid  huts  on  the  other :  another  bridge  a 
little  higher  up  spans  a  second  rivulet,  and  thus 
the  village  is  divided  into  three  little  hamlets. 
In  front  rises  the  rounded  summit  of  Bouges, 
clad  half-way  down  his  sloping  sides  with  the 
beeches  of  the  Altefage  wood,  resonant  with 
bleating  sheep  that  crop  the  sparse  verdure,  and 
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tinkling  streams  that  sparkle  like  quicksilver  in 
the  sunlight.     The  narrow  vale  in  which  Pont 
de  Montvert  is  situated  runs  east  and  west ;  the 
road  quickly  loses    itself  towards    the  east  in 
the  roots  of  the  mountains,  but  to  the  west  it 
runs   half    way   up    the   hill-side,    above    the 
Tarn,    winding   round   the    valley    in   and'  out 
among  loose   boulders   and   stunted   chestnuts, 
and  visible  from  the  Abbe  du  Chaylas  little 
garden-terrace  to  a  great  distance.     Behind  the 
village   rises   the    gaunt    shoulder   of   Lozere, 
trending  far  away  to  the   east — steep,   sterile, 
wearing  a  look  of  cold,  unsocial  grandeur,  with 
a  cap  of  new  snow  set  jauntily  on  the  side  of 
his  head.     Lozere  is  the  home  of  the  wolves, 
and  the  old  ewes  bleat  peremptorily  when  they 
see  their  lambs  adventure  upon  his  rugged  sides 
without  the  shepherd. 

The  arch-priest  was  going  at  a  rapid  rate 
through  his  prayers  this  morning,  for  the  day's 
work  was  all  before  him  ;  and  as  he  gabbled 
aloud  he  paced  up  and  down  the  little  gravel 
terrace,  looking  up  at  the  mountains,  down  at 
the  rivulet  and  the  huge  grey  boulders  that  lay 
part  covered  by  the  water,  and  anon  casting 
a  glance  at  the  friars  as  they  leisurely  brought 
their  task  to  an  end.     But  as  he  turned  to  the 
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west  and  the  direction  of  Florae,  the  CarmeHtes 
noticed  that  his  reverence  often  stopped  in  his 
prayers  and  gazed  far  away  over  the  valley  ; 
they,  too,  were  men,  and  of  like  curiosity  with 
their  chief,  and  whenever  he  turned  his  back 
they  craned  their  necks  over  the  low  wall  and 
gazed  in  the  same  direction. 

'*  Tiens  !  "  'cried  Du  Chayla  at  length,  closing 
his  book  with  a  bang ;  "  mes  freres,  regardez  la 
bas  !     Who  come  round  yonder  bend  ?  " 

The  Carmelites  ran  to  the  wall  and  looked 
down  the  river  with  all  the  alacrity  of  a  first 
surprise. 

"  Soldiers  bringing  prisoners,  mon  pere,"  one 
of  them  murmured,  shading  his  eyes  with  his 
hands. 

"  Bon  !  drastic  remedies  for  noisome  diseases. 
Go,  brother,  and  get  the  dungeons  ready  for 
the  new  comers." 

In  a  short  time  the  little  party  of  soldiers 
marched  down  the  narrow  street  and  into  the 
yard  of  the  arch-priest's  house. 

'*  So,  Monsieur  le  Capitaine,  you  have  brought 
more  Camisards,"  said  Du  Chayla  to  the  officer 
in  charge,  who  had  just  saluted  him. 

'*We  caught  them  trying  to  escape.  This 
youngster  is  of  good  birth,   I  believe  ;  but  he 
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Is    SO    Stubborn    we    can    ^et    nothing    from 
im. 

"  Oh,  ho  !  "  chuckled  the  arch-priest ;  then, 
turning  to  the  prisoner,  "  Your  name,  young  sir, 
and  residence  ;  and  let  me  warn  you  that  If  your 
tongue  is  stiff  we  can  find  means  to  loosen  It." 

"  By  what  authority  am  I  arrested  ?  What 
wrong  have  I  done  ? " 

"  Stay,  stay! — not  so  fast.  By  the  authority  of 
Monsieur  Bavllle,  who  himself  has  his  warrant 
from  the  king,  I  arrest  all  who  are  found  disobey- 
ing the  royal  edict.  The  king,  you  well  know, 
commands  all  his  subjects  to  conform  to  the 
Catholic  faith.  If  you  and  your  companions 
will  do  this,  then,  monsieur,  you  shall  be  at 
large  forthwith.  If,  at  least,  you  can  give  good 
security  for  your  good  faith." 

"  The  king  has  no  right  to  command  my 
conscience,"  said  the  youth. 

The  other  men  were  understood  to  murmur 
assent  to  the  statement.  Du  Chayla  gave 
orders  for  all  to  be  bestowed  within  ;  then,  com- 
manding the  youth  to  be  led  after  him  to  the 
dining-hall,  he  opened  a  book,  took  a  pen,  sat 
down,  and  continued  his  examination. 

"  It  will  be  necessary  to  know  your  name.  In 
the  first  place." 
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"  That  I  refuse  to  give." 

^*  Pardon  !  Do  you  not  understand  that  I 
mean  to  enforce  your  avowal  ?  Be  sure  that, 
though  as  a  priest  I  would  show  you  mercy, 
yet,  as  a  servant  of  the  king,  I  am  compelled  to 
crush  this  spirit  of  rebellion."  The  old  man 
pinched  his  lips  firmly  together  and  awaited  a 
reply. 

**  I  will  obey  and  honour  the  king  in  all 
things  except  religion." 

''  Precisement ! "  said  the  arch-priest,  ctnd 
made  a  sign  to  one  of  the  soldiers.  *'  One 
turn,"  remarked  his  reverence,  laconically,  as 
the  men,  after  fixing  the  thumb-screw  on  the 
prisoners  finger,  looked  up  before  applying  it ; 
at  the  same  moment  a  cry  of  pain  was  forced 
from  the  youth's  lips.  "  Your  name,  if  you 
please  ?  "  politely  demanded  his  interrogator  ; 
and,  after  a  pause,  ''  One  turn  more,"  in  the 
same  bland  tone. 

But  the  door  of  the  apartment  was  suddenly 
opened,  and  a  little  girl  of  seven  or  eight  years 
rushed  in,  crying  and  throwing  her  arms  round 
the  old  man's  neck. 

"  Comment,  whom  have  we  here  ?  "  he  cried, 
holding  the  child  at  arm  s  length,  and  scanning 
her  features. 
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The  soldier  replied,  "  That,  your  reverence, 
is  one  of  the  children  whom  we  took.  We  left 
them  to  come  on  behind  in  the  cart." 

"  O,  mon  pere,"  sobbed  the  child,  "  don't 
hurt  Philippe — please  don't ! " 

"  Philippe!"  exclaimed  Du  Chayla,  rising  from 
his  seat,  "  then  my  surmise  was  correct.  Young 
man,  I  half  suspected  you  were  the  son  of  the 
Sieur  de  Cornelli,  from  the  description  which 
I  have  already  received.  You  have  long  been 
wanted  for  the  galleys.  Sergeant,  take  him 
below  ! " 

As  Philippe  was  led  away,  a  Carmelite 
entered  with  two  more  children.  ''It  appears, 
mon  pere,  that  these  are  the  Baron  de  Salgas's. 
There  are  six  of  them  in  all ;  what  shall  we  do 
with  them  ?  " 

Du  Chayla  patted  their  curly  little  heads  and 
bade  them  dry  their  eyes. 

''  We  love  little  children,"  he  said,  "and  little 
children  must  learn  to  love  us  ;  oui,  oul,  mes 
petites,  you  shall  go  to  Mende  and  visit  the 
sisters  there." 

*'  I  would  rather  go  home,"  cried  the  eldest 
girl ;  "  I  don't  like  your  face  !  " 

"  Like  your  mother,  I  declare  !  "  muttered 
Du  Chayla  to   himself,  for  he   had   often   en- 
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countered  the  caustic  raillery  of   Madame   de 
Saigas. 

"  Send  Monsieur  le  Lieutenant  to  me,"  said 
the  arch-priest. 

Now  it  happened  that  Du  Hamel's  uncle, 
finding  that  his  nephew  had  conceived  a  hope- 
less passion  for  some  young  lady  in  Normandy, 
had  procured  him,  on  his  recovery  from  his 
long  illness,  a  commission  in  a  regiment  of 
cavalry  in  Languedoc ;  and,  as  luck  would  have 
it,  he  had  found  himself  that  morning  the  gaoler 
of  the  very  adored  being  whom  he  had  so  far 
tried  to  forget.  Du  Hamel  entered  the  room, 
looking  stronger  than  we  left  him  before,  but  he 
hung  his  head  and  blushed. 

"  I  want  you,  monsieur,  to  escort  these  little 
girls  to  Mende  this  afternoon.  Your  horse,  I 
suppose,  will  have  had  rest  enough  ?  " 

"Jesuis  bien  fach6 — has  not  your  reverence 
heard  ? "  stammered  the  lieutenant,  looking 
very  confused,  and  turning  very  red. 

''  Heard  what  ?  Look  at  me,  monsieur  ! 
What  has,  happened  ?  " 

"  I  have  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  my  horse 
to-day  ! " 

"  Monsieur  !  lose  your  horse  !  Comment ! 
Does  the  captain  know  ?  " 


70  ASYLUM    CHRISTI. 

"  He  does  ;  en  effet,  mon  pere,  he  saw  it  all, 
and  fired  at  her  !  " 

"  What !  the  mare  ?  " 

''  Non,  non  !  la  demoiselle  anglaise." 

"  Can  you  read  me  this  riddle,  Monsieur  le 
Capitaine  ?  "  said  the  arch-priest  to  a  tall  and 
elderly  officer,  who  at  that  moment  entered  the 
room. 

Captain  Poul,  who  had  distinguished  himself 
in  the  German  wars,  and  in  the  recent  crusade 
against  the  Vaudois,  and  who  looked  with  some 
contempt  upon  the  work  which  he  had  now  on 
hand,  replied,  in  a  gruff  tone  of  voice — 

"It  was  close  to  the  village  of  Fraissinet  that 
we  fell  in  with  this  party  of  fugitives,  one  of 
whom,  a  mere  boy,  attempted  to  resist  our 
force,  and  fired  his  pistol  twice.  I  then  bade 
Monsieur  le  Lieutenant  yonder  to  dismount 
and  secure  the  young  fire-eater,  who  was  strug- 
gling in  the  grasp  of  two  of  my  men.  He  did 
so,  and  slipped  his  bridle  over  the  tail  of  the 
cart,  in  which  lay  the  children  and  a  certain 
young  Englishwoman,  as  I  am  informed ;  but 
no  sooner  was  poor  Monsieur  du  Hamel's  back 
turned  than  up  jumps  mademoiselle,  throws  the 
reins  over  the  charger's  neck,  and  leaping  into 
the  saddle,  was  away  down  the  mountain  road 
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•as  hard  as  she  could  gallop.  I  saw  her,  but  not 
in  time  to  bring  her  down  ;  a  couple  of  slugs, 
indeed,  I  sent  after  her,  but  she  only  fled  the 
faster  towards  Florae  ;  and  so  we  lost  a  woman 
and  a  horse  !  " 

*'  The  former  would  have  embarrassed  us.  Sir 
Lieutenant,  but  the  latter  we  can  ill  afford  to 
lose.  Well,  you  colour  up  !  a  woman  has  out- 
witted you.  Never  mind,  resolve  to  capture 
her  again,  and.  the  charger  too." 

Du  Hamel  requested  leave  to  speak  to  the 
prisoners.  In  reality,  he  wished  to  withdraw 
his  blushing  cheeks  from  the  gaze  of  the  arch- 
priest.  He  descended  to  the  kitchens,  and 
passed  through  a  massive  oak  door,  studded 
with  nails,  and  down  a  short  flight  of  stone 
steps  into  the  cave  or  dungeon.  It  was  so  dark 
that  for  some  time  he  could  see  nothing,  but 
when  his  eyes  grew  accustomed  to  the  gloom, 
he  made  out  the  figures  of  half  a  dozen  men 
chained  to  beams,  or  rings,  in  the  walls  of  a 
small  square  chamber.  Close  to  him  was  a 
slender  form,  and  though  hands  were  covering 
the  face,  Du  Hamel  knew  that  he  was  weep- 
ing.     He  stooped  and  whispered — 

''  Philippe  de  Cornelli,  is  that  you  ?  Be  com- 
forted.     I  am  so  sorry  for  you." 
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The  boy  dropped  his  poor  swollen  fingers, 
and  looked  up  through  his  tears. 

"  I  was  not  weeping  for  myself,  indeed  !  I 
could  not  help  thinking  how  God  had  seemed 
to  have  abandoned  me  just  at  the  critical  time  ; 
when  my  sister  was  lost,  my  father  on  his  way 
to  the  galleys,  and " 

''  How  knowest  thou  ?"  broke  in  Du  Hamel, 
"  that  thy  father  is  now  on  his  way  to  the 
galleys  ?    The  strictest  secrecy  has  been  kept." 

*'  I  only  guessed  it,  but  now,  I  thank  thee,  I 
know  it !  "  replied  Philippe. 

The  lieutenant  bit  his  lip  with  vexation 
and  alarm.  For  all  he  knew  there  might  have 
been  a  Carmelite  listening  at  a  chink  of  the 
door  ;  to  have  committed  himself  thus  in  their 
presence  would  have  certainly  Injured  his 
chance  of  promotion. 

"  And  my  sister :  dost  thou  know  aught  of 
her  ?  "  asked  Philippe. 

"  Little  do  I  know,  and  that  little  I  may  not 
tell.  But  cheer  up,  for  there  is  no  need  to 
weep  on  her  account ;  she  Is  a  good  Catholic." 

After  a  few  more  words  Du  Hamel  kissed 
Philippe  on  both  cheeks  and  departed. 

Durand,  who  had  been  captured  with  the 
others,  then  said  from  his  dark  corner — 
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"  We  must  trust  in  God,  my  young  master, 
in  spite  of  appearances.  Let  us  remember 
what  little  Jeannette  said,  '  The  good  Jesus  did 
not  distrust  His  Father,  nor  will  I.'  Here  we 
are  in  prison,  'tis  true,  but  God  has  put  us  here ; 
therefore  we  ought  to  be  glad.  If  it  follows 
that  monseigneur  your  father  misses  his  chance 
of  escaping  on  his  way  to  Marseilles  through 
this  mischance,  why,  God  then  wills  him  to  go 
to  the  galleys,  and  he  will  be  happy  there,  I 
doubt  not.  We  are  soldiers  of  Jesus,  Master 
Philippe,  and  must  gladly  go  where  he  posts 
us.  Cheer  up !  cheer  up !  Mayhap,  these 
gloomy  vaults  are  even  now  sanctified  by  the 
gracious  presence  of  Him  of  Nazareth  !  " 

At  these  words  the  prisoners  all  knelt  down, 
and,  amid  the  clanking  of  chains,  and  the 
rumble  of  feet  overhead,  Durand  murmured  a 
prayer. 

But  to  return  to  Ethel.  No  sooner  had  she 
put  an  angle  of  rock  between  her  and  the 
soldiers  than  she  turned  abruptly  off  the  moun- 
tain path,  and  carefully  guided  the  well-bred 
charger  between  the  trees,  which  grew  here 
very  thick  and  close ;  but  the  soft  soil,  and 
the  number  of  roots  which  cropped  up  above 
the  surface,  and  the  slope  of  the  ground,  rendered 
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great  caution  necessary.  However,  when  she 
stopped  to  listen,  she  knew  that  she  was  not 
pursued,  for  the  echo  of  the  footfalls  of  the  only 
two  saddle-horses  that  remained  to  the  troops 
was  dying  away  in  the  distance ;  so  she  rode  on 
through  the  forest  again,  seeking  to  regain  the 
road  which  she  had  left  above  her.  And  now, 
as  was  usually  the  case  with  her,  all  sorts  of 
panic  fears  began  to  assail  her  mind,  when  the 
moment  of  actual  danger  was  over  ;  and  so 
faint  did  she  feel  that  she  had  some  difficulty  to 
steer  clear  of  the  trunks  of  trees,  many  of  which 
were  encircled  with  beautiful  creepers,  others 
gaunt,  bare,  hollow  hiding-places,  for  who  would 
to  lurk  within. 

Some  people  are  cowards  if  you  take  them  by 
surprise,  but  brave  enough  if  you  give  them 
time  to  fortify  resolution  ;  but  Ethel,  on  the 
contrary,  was  brave  by  instinct  and  a  coward 
upon  consideration.  And  now,  the  further  she 
rode,  the  more  she  wished  herself  back  in  the 
familiar  streets  of  Rye,  or  amongst  the  grey 
and  buttressed  buildings  of  antique  Winchelsea. 
And  at  length  she  regained  the  road,  and  could 
see  over  the  tops  of  the  trees  the  green  water 
rushing  over  the  pebbles,  and  fretting  against 
the  boulders  that  in  winter  dare  not  resist  the 


ASYLUM    CHRISTI.  75 

impetuous  flood,  and  on  the  further  side  of  the 
river  the  precipitous  hill-side  covered  with 
heather,  and  Mount  Bouges  still  peeping  over 
with  his  crown  of  beeches  darkening  his  brow, 
while  from  every  jutting  crag  and  facet  of  rock 
glinted  and  sparkled  hues  ^  of  emerald  and  jet 
and  pearl,  as  the  slant  sun  lit  up  the  quartz  and 
silica  that  abounded  on  every  side.  And  when 
she  met  a  peasant  boy  preceding,  as  the  custom 
is,  his  flock  of  sheep,  and  he  turned  to  stare  at 
the  strange  figure  of  a  girl  riding  on  a  charger 
caparisoned  as  for  battle,  with  the  royal  arms 
stamped  upon  his  housings,  she  felt  that  it 
would  be  impossible  to  enter  Florae  in  that 
guise  ;  for  some  days,  too,  a  troop  of  soldiers 
had  been  stationed  in  that  town. 

A  sudden  turn  in  the  road  now  brought  her 
in  sight  of  an  old  castle  perched  on  a  lonely 
rock,  which  stood  out  an  island — surrounded  on 
one  side  by  the  winding  Tarn,  on  the  other  by 
a  mountain  stream  ;  a  wooden  bridge  connecting 
it  with  the  road — an  inaccessible  spot  before  the 
discovery  of  gunpowder,  but  now  easily  com- 
manded from  the  heights  that  towered  above  it. 
As  Ethel  rode  past  this  seemingly  deserted 
castle,  a  boy  of  about  sixteen  years  stepped 
across  the  bridge  from  the  chateau  and  waited 
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her  approach.  He  was  fair  and  ruddy  com- 
plexioned,  with  Hvely  and  prominent  blue  eyes 
and  a  large  head,  from  whence  his  long  fair 
hair  hung  floating  over  his  shoulders.  He 
lifted  his  hat  and  said — 

"  Pardon,  mademoiselle ;  you  are  riding  one 
of  the  king's  horses,  I  see.  Now  the  king's 
horses  belong  to  me  and  my  friends," 

Ethel  would  have  forced  her  steed  past  the 
youth,  but  he  had  seized  her  bridle,  and  there 
was  a  gentle  frankness  in  his  look  that  disarmed 
her.    She  replied — 

"  I  protest, .  sir,  you  are  rude  to  hold  my 
bridle.  I  know  you  not,  nor  your  friends  ;  I 
pray  you,  let  me  go  on  my  way." 

"  Nay  ;  'twere  a  sin  to  let  so  goodly  a  nag 
pass  without  a  feed  of  corn.  Let  Jean  Cavalier 
have  the  honour  of  conducting  you  within.  I 
promise  you  that  none  shall  harm  a  hair  of  your 
pretty  head." 

By  this  time  several  men  had  gathered  round, 
and  greeted  the  boy's  gallant  speech  with  a 
burst  of  laughter.  Ethel  was"  trembling  and 
pale.  She  had  travelled  far  since  leaving  Saigas, 
and  was  faint  from  want  of  food.  But  all  at 
once  an  idea  occurred  to  her,  and  she  cried 
indignantly — 
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*'  If  you  do  not  let  me  go  I  shall  cause  you 
trouble.  I  have  friends  who  will  make  search 
for  me,  and  punish  you  for  your  knavery." 

"Ha,  ha!  her  friend  the  arch-priest  will 
come  to  claim  his  own,"  said  a  little  squat, 
bandy-legged  man,  who  alone  of  all  the  others 
wore  a  wig. 

"  Claim  her  for  thyself  then,  Andre  Castanet, 
an  the  Spirit  move  thee,"  said  another. 

"  You  are  all  mistaken  in  your  ribald  con- 
duct, and  if  you  do  not  respect  the  name  .of 
woman,  know  that  he  whose  friendship  I.  claim 
is  Esprit  Seguier,  the  chosen  leader  of  the 
Children  of  God  !  " 

"  Esprit  Seguier  !  "  ejaculated  the  astonished 
group  ;  and  Cavalier,  again  saluting  Ethel  with 
a  low  bow,  said — 

"If  that  be  so,  madame,  you  shall  have  our 
friendship  too.  But  how  comes  it  that  you 
ride  the  king's  horses  ?  " 

"If  indeed  you  know  Seguier,  and  are  his 
friends  (for,  to  be  frank,  I  took  you  for  rob- 
bers), permit  me  to  rest  here  awhile,  and  I  will 
answer  your  questions  as  best  I  can.  But  I  seek 
Seguier — I  want  his  help  !  " 

At  these  words  Cavalier  led  Ethel's  horse 
over  the  bridge  and  through  the  stone  gateway 
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into  the  courtyard  of  the  chateau ;  and  as  the 
horse's  hoofs  clattered  on  the  stones  a  score  or 
so  of  swarthy  faces  peered  out  of  the  lower 
windows.  Taking  the  boy's  proffered  hand, 
Ethel  alighted  on  the  ground,  and  very  soon 
found  herself  surrounded  by  a  motley  throng  of 
Huguenots. 

A  bowl  of  smoking  potage,  brought  her  by 
la  grande  Marie,  as  the  Camisards  playfully 
called  her,  brought  the  blood  back  to  her 
cheeks.  This  young  girl,  destined  to  play  in 
subsequent  years  a  considerable  part  among 
the  Huguenots,  was  of  commanding  stature, 
with  limbs  firm  and  full,  and  well  formed,  so 
that  many  men  would  have  found  her  no  des- 
picable foe  in  a  hand-to-hand  encounter.  Her 
piercing  dark  eyes  gleamed  with  intelligence 
from  beneath  a  wide  forehead  ;  golden  ear-rings 
and  bracelets  adorned  her  person,  and  though 
she  was  alone  amongst  all  these  rough  men, 
the  greatest  respect  was  paid  her  by  all.  She 
took  Ethel  into  the  kitchen,  where  she  was 
busy  preparing  a  breakfast,  and  so  keenly  was 
she  interested  in  all  she  heard,  that  the  dejeuner 
ran  a  great  risk  of  being  smoked  that  morning. 

A  rendezvous  of  the  Enfants  de  Dieu  had 
been  appointed  for  eleven  o'clock  in  this  old 
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chateau.  Had  the  hour  been  fixed  earlier,  a 
conflict  would  have  taken  place  with  the  royal 
troops  that  seized  Philippe,  and  his  capture 
would  have  been  prevented  ;  but  now  it  only 
remained  to  incite  the  Camisards  to  attack  the 
house  of  the  arch-priest. 

"  They  shall  do  it — leave  it  to  me,"  said  the 
prophetess,  who,  committing  the  ddjeuner  to 
Ethel's  care,  joined  the  solemn  conclave  as- 
sembled in  the  dining-hall  of  the  castle. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

On  the  Sunday  following  the  events  related  in 
the  last  chapter,  a  cloaked  and  hooded  traveller 
was  spurring  along  the  road  from  St.  Jean  du 
Gard  towards  Florae.  His  horse  had  scarcely 
recovered  his  wind  after  that  long  and  winding 
ascent  which  the  traveller  must  make  as  he 
quits  the  valley  of  the  Gardon ;  and  as  he 
laboured  along  the  level  stretch  of  road  which 
is  cut  on  the  eastern  side  of  a  range  of  wooded 
hills,  his  heavy  breathing  was  heard  above  the 
clatter  of  his  hoofs  on  this  still  morning.  But 
he  who  held  the  rein  seemed  to  care  less  for 
his  horse's  comfort  than  for  arriving  quickly  at 
his  destination.  He  neither  turned  to  gaze  upon 
the  lovely  panorama  of  the  outspread  plain,  the 
white  houses  of  St.  Jean  du  Gard,  the  old  stone 
bridge  that  spanned  the  stream,  or  the  snow- 
capped peaks  in  the  west  ;  nor  did  he  bestow  a 
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single  glance  on  the  many-coloured  bocage  that 
lay  on  his  right.  For  him  the  hues  of  autumn, 
tints  of  yellow  and  russet  and  brown  and  red, 
were  spread  in  vain  this  morning.  If  he  lifted 
his  eyes  at  all,  it  was  to  the  great  mountain 
range  of  the  Lozere,  sparkling  in  the  morning 
sun  with  its  new-formed  mantle  of  snow  ;  and 
one  hasty  look  the  rider  gave  towards  the 
signal  tower  of  St.  Roman,  where  a  blue  pillar 
of  smoke  was  faintly  discernible  rising  from  the 
summit,  ere  he  entered  a  ravine,  hemmed  in  ©n 
either  side  by  overhanging  rocks,  and  dark  with 
shadows  that  never  paled  before  the  inquisitive 
sunshine. 

The  little  village  of  Hospitalet  was  not  far 
off  now,  and  the  eye  of  the  rider  seemed  to 
sparkle  with  pleasure  when  the  belfry  of  the 
church  rose  to  view  over  the  undulating  ground 
in  front.  There  was  always  a  possibility  that 
highwaymen  might  make  free  with  your  purse 
in  those  days  of  curled  wigs  and  embroidered 
waistcoats  ;  but  our  traveller  cantered  safely  into 
the  village,  and  stopping  at  the  door  of  the 
auberge,  threw  his  reins  to  a  man  who  cartie 
forward  to  assist  him  to  dismount  and  entered 
the  inn. 

He  had  hardly  crossed  the  threshold  when 
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he  became  aware,  by  the  buzz  of  voices,  that  a 
number  of  men  were  within,  and  he  turned  to 
seek  his  horse,  when,  to  his  astonishment,  he 
found  half  a  dozen  sturdy  mountaineers  stand- 
ing round  it,  examining  his  points  with  great 
freedom,  and,  what  was  more  famiHar,  diving 
deep  into  his  saddle-bags,  the  leather  of  which 
they  had  cut  with  their  long  knives.- 

Instantly  throwing  back  his  long  black  cloak, 
the  traveller  drew  from  his  belt  two  horse- 
pistols,  and  exclaimed  aloud—"  I  will  kill  the 
man  who  ventures  to  stay  me — stand  aside  !  " 
And  he  took  a  step  in  advance.  But  the  moun- 
taineers were  not  to  be  frightened  by  this,  and 
advanced  upon  him  as  if  to  make  him  prisoner. 
"  Once  more,  I  say,  stand  back,  or  I  fire ! " 
And  the  pistols  were  levelled  full  at  the  breasts 
of  two  men,  whose  arms  were  already  lifted  to 
strike  him  ;  but  before  he  could  pull  the  trigger 
he  felt  his  arms  seized  from  behind  as  by  a  vice, 
and  in  a  moment  the  others  had  snatched  the 
weapons  from  his  grasp. 

''You  are  a  prisoner,  monsieur,  of  the  Children 
of  God,"  said  the  man  who  had  first  grasped 
him,  and  then,  bowing  politely,  added,  ''  and 
Esprit  Seguier,  God's  chosen  prophet,  has  just 
saved    you    from   the    sin    of    murder.     Who 
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and    what    are    you,    that    go    about    in    this 
guise  ? " 

The  stranger  stared  haughtily  at  Seguier,  and 
made  no  reply. 

"  Well,  if  you  cannot  find  your  tongue,  it 
must  be  because  you  are  ashamed  of  your  name ; 
mes  amis,  give  me  those  letters." 

The  stranger  started  in  the  grasp  of  the 
rebels  as  his  letters  were  handed  over  to  the 
tall,  dark-visaged  prophet.  The  latter  began 
reading  the  addresses  with  which  they  were 
inscribed  ;  he  read  them  half  aloud. 

*'  I  will  give  you  a  hundred  louis-d'or  to  let 
me  go ;  I  have  important  business  of  the  king's 
to  transact  a  long  way  hence." 

"  Thou  liest,  cursed  spawn  of  hell !  "  returned 
Seguier,  in  slow,  measured  language  ;  "  these 
letters  tell  me  thou  goest  to  the  arch-priest. 
Thou  art  from  the  butcher  Baville.  Thou  comest 
hither  to  arrange  for  our  slaughter,  to  rob  us  of 
the  dearest  liberty — the  liberty  to  think  as  God 
worketh  within  us,  to  believe  as  the  Holy  Spirit 
witnesseth  to  our  hearts.  But  the  king  hath  not 
reckoned  with  us  yet,  if  he  thinks  to  enslave  the 
Children  of  God.  Nay,  the  king  is  no  king  to 
us  ;  our  king  is  the  Eternal,  and  Him  only  will 
we  serve.     Thou  art  a  priest,  in  spite  of  thy 
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wig  and  fine  feathers  ;  yea,  the  Spirit  witnesseth 
to  his  prophet." 

So  saying,  Seguier  plucked  off  the  stranger's 
wig,  and  there,  sure  enough,  was  his  priestly 
tonsure,  testifying  to  the  truth  of  prophecy. 
Amid  exclamations  of  wonder  from  all  around, 
Seguier  bade  his  followers  lead  the  priest  to 
the  courtyard  of  the  inn,  and  he  added  in  a 
whisper — 

"Prepare  thy  soul,  for  thou  hast  not  many 
moments  to  live." 

The  dark,  handsome  face  of  the  young  priest 
suffered  a  momentary  change  ;  an  olive  pallor 
passed  over  his  brow  and  cheeks,  and  the  liquid 
pool  of  his  clear  black  eyes  was  troubled  by 
the  angel  of  death.  But  it  was  only  for  an 
instant ;  recovering  his  self-possession,  he  said, 
in  a  deep  voice — 

*'  Bethink  thee,  I  pray  ;  my  death  can  do  thee 
no  good ;  it  will  rather  bring  vengeance  on  thy 
people.    I  am  no  ordinary  priest." 

"  So  much  the  better  !  It  is  war  to  the  knife 
now  between  the  great  Scarlet  Woman  and  the 
elect.  If  thou  hast  any  prayers  to  say,  say 
them ;  but  it  will  avail  thee  little  to  curry  favour 
with  Mary  and  Peter  and  such  small  fry.  Go 
straight  to  the  fountain-head,  and  ask  pardon 
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for  thy  superstitions,  thy  lying  miracles,  thy 
casuistry,  thy  idolatry — go  1  " 

A  few  minutes  afterwards  the  priest  was 
kneeling  in  a  corner  of  the  courtyard,  his  face 
buried  deep  in  his  hands  ;  opposite  him  stood  a 
motley  crowd  of  village  maidens,  dressed  iil 
their  holiday  attire,  and  neatly  folded  in  snow- 
white  kerchiefs  across  the  breast ;  of  wool- 
carders,  from  their  cabins  hard  by,  and  of  the 
terrible  Enfants  de  Dieu,  some  of  whom  were 
clothed  in  white  shirts  and  some  in  red,  above 
their  coats,  while  a  gaunt  mountaineer  was 
busy,  some  half-dozen  paces  off,  ramming  home 
a  charge  of  gunpowder  down  the  wide  barrel  of 
his  blunderbuss. 

"  Art  ready,  Pierre  ?  "  asked  Seguier,  coming 
up  to  the  fellow ;  and,  receiving  a  nod  affirma- 
tive, ''  Allons  done,  Monsieur  le  Pretre,  il  faut 
mourir." 

"  God's  will  be  done !  "  murmured  the  poor 
young  man,  and  at  the  same  time  he  let  it  be 
clearly  known,  by  his  regretful  look  at  the  blue 
sky  and  the  sunshine,  that  though  he  was  ready 
to  bow  to  the  will  of  God,  he  was  at  the  same 
time  distressed  and  grieved  that  that  will  should 
have  determined  on  a  catastrophe  so  sudden 
and  (with  all  reverence)  impolitic. 
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Two  girls  had  just  crossed  the  courtyard 
with  hasty  steps,  and  inquired  of  the  bystanders 
what  was  toward.  Every  one  made  way  for  La 
grande  Marie  and  the  brave  fille  anglaise, 
now  great  friends,  as  girls  know  how  to  be  at 
the  shortest  notice.  Ethel  stood  a  moment 
gazing  with  pity  on  the  downcast  features  of 
the  prisoner. 

A  second  time  Seguier  shouted  ''Allons,  nous 
sommes  prets,"  and  the  priest  lifted  his  face. 

''  Ah  !  "  screanied  Ethel,  at  the  top  of  her 
voice,  and  rushing  forward  threw  her  arms 
about  the  body  of  Pierre,  who  stood  ready  to 
fire. 

"  Mon  Dieu !  stand  off,  or  you  will  be  shot," 
shouted  Seguier. 

Then  La  grande  Marie  ran  to  her  friend,  and 
whispered  in  her  ear,  "  II  vous  aime,  ma  chere, 
n'est-ce  pas  ?  " 

Ethel  replied,  "  Oh,  save  him,  Marie,  if  you 
can.  He  is  le  Pere  Beretti,  a  Jesuit ;  he  alone 
can  tell  us  where  Mademoiselle  de  Cornelli  is 
concealed — do  help  me  to  save  his  life  !  " 

The  prophetess  turned  and  faced  the  excited 
throng,  already  murmuring  at  the  delay  which 
had  taken  place.  The  beautiful  girl  held  up 
both  her  white  and  jewelled  arms  together  with 
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her  eyes  to  heaven,  and  murmured,  "  Even  so. 
Father,  I  will  tell  thy  children,  and  they  shall 
spare  his  life." 

A  man  standing  near  said,  "  What !  does  the 
Spirit  command  us  to  save  a  Jesuit,  for  so  she 
called  him  ?  " 

"  Aye,  unbelieving  dog ;  and  the  same  Spirit 
bids  me  say,  '  Pierre,  discharge  thy  piece  at  this 
clay!'" 

And  before  any  one  comprehended  well  what 
was  passing,  Pierre's  gun  went  off  with  a  loud 
report,  and  the  sceptical  Camisard  lay  weltering 
in  a  pool  of  blood. 

''  It  is  well  done  ! "  muttered  Seguier  to  La 
grande  Marie,  as 'they  left  the  courtyard  ;  *'  un- 
faith  must  not  be  allowed  to  creep  in  amongst 
the  elect  of  God — ^all  depends  on  unwavering 
belief."     . 

But  as  the  attention  of  the  crowd  was  ab- 
sorbed by  the  dying  wretch  who  had  presumed 
to  question  the  inspiration  of  the  prophetess, 
Ethel  stole  on  tip-toe  to  Beretti,  who  still  knelt 
with  bended  head  awaiting  in  an  agony  of 
prayer  the  fatal  shot,  and  seemed  totally  ignorant 
of  the"  turn  events  had  taken  in  his  favour.  She 
murmured — 

*'  Mon  pere,  it  is  I,  whom  you  know  so  well. 
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Rise  from  your  knees  ;  you  are  saved  !  Rise,  and 
follow  me,  for  you  are  not  yet  free." 

The  Jesuit  lifted  his  head,  and  his  eyes,  dim 
with  tears  and  blurred  with  visions  from  another 
world,  recognized  not  the  English  girl. 

"  Surely,  the  bitterness  of  death  is  passed  ; 
let  them  strike  now,  while  my  soul  is  eager 
to  flee  away  and  be  at  rest.  Why  this  cruel 
delay  ?  " 

Ethel  grasped  him  by  the  arm. 

"  Allons !  follow  me  !  " 

And  at  this  moment  two  Camisards  entered 
the  yard  leading  the  Jesuit's  horse,  and  carrying 
some  rope  wherewith  to  attach  his  reverence. 
At  the  sight  of  this  the  spell  of  abstraction  was 
broken,  and  as  the  blood  coursed  merrily  up 
and  down  his  veins,  Beretti  poured  forth  his 
gratitude  to  Ethel  in  strange  enthusiasm  for 
one  who  had  just  been  snatched  back  to  the 
mere  life  of  sense  from  the  fruition  of  bliss. 
So  true  is  it  that  the  healthy  man,  however 
holy  he  may  be,  cannot  quench  the  desire  for 
human  life  :  he  will  not  go  to  sleep  till  he  feels 
aweary ! 

"  So,  Sir  Priest,"  said  Seguier,  as  the  party 
rode  away  from  Hospitalet,  carrying  Beretti 
with  them  as  their   prisoner,  ''hell  has  lost  a 
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lodger,  and  the  babes  that  crawl  along  its  floor 
will  miss  your  handsome  face." 

The  Jesuit  only  bowed  in  answer  to  these 
insulting  words. 

Besides  the  Jesuit,  the  only  others  who  were 
mounted  were  Seguier,  Ethel,  and  La  grande 
Marie,  the  latter  of  whom  rode  astride  her 
palfrey  and  discovered  to  view  a  pair  of  long 
boots  and  trousers,  which  gave  her  an  appear- 
ance which  might  possibly  have  been  prophetic, 
but  was  not  enchanting.  Beretti's  bridle  \^as 
led  between  two  scowling  brigands  ;  his  legs 
were  tied  together  by  a  rope  passing  beneath 
the  belly  of  his  horse.  Ethel  had  asked,  and 
gained  permission  to.  ride  beside  him,  and  when 
they  had  left  the  rabble  of  the  village  behind 
them,  she  at  once  broached  the  subject  which 
was  uppermost  in  her  heart. 

*'  I  have  rendered  you  a  service  this  morning, 
and  now  I  want  you  to  render  me  one  in  return. 
It  is  only  to  answer  a  few  easy  questions." 

"My  daughter,  I  owe  you  so  large  a  debt  of 
gratitude  that  I  can  never  return  one-half  of 
what  I  feel  I  owe  you.  If  to  answer  your  ques- 
tions be  not  to  betray  my  order,  your  humble 
request  shall  be  cheerfully  granted." 

"  Ha  !    to   betray   your  .order — always,   mon 
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pere,  the  same  chord,  and,  alas !  I  doubt  that 
the  questions  I  shall  put  will  seem  to  you  to 
touch  the  ho;iour  of  your  order  or  your  Church. 
You  know  Marie  de  Cornelli  is  lost  ?  " 

"  Lost  ?  Mon  DIeu,  non  !  I  protest  I  know 
nothing  of  it ;  the  last  time  I  saw  her,  you 
remember,  was  at  the  house  of  the  Baron  de 
Saigas." 

"  Precisement !  and  that  day,  you  may  re- 
member, too,  there  was  an  assembly  in  the 
desert.  Some  one  gave  the  alarm  to  the  dra- 
goons, the  meeting  was  dispersed,  blood  was 
shed — the  blood  of  babes,  mon  pere,  and  little 
children  and  pleading  mothers — and  when  we 
returned,  Marie  was  gone.  Perhaps  you  can 
explain  this  to  me  ?  " 

"  You  take  my  breath  away,  my  daughter.  I 
protest  I  knew  nought  of  all  this  before,  and  it 
is  unworthy  of  you  to  suspect  your  friend  of 
such  base  treachery !  I  pass  by  your  innuendo 
that  I  was  at  the  bottom  of  this.  You  have 
been  bred  and  nourished  amongst  heretics  and 
malignants." 

"  I  thank  your  reverence ;  but  I  will  be  as 
frank  with  you.  Once  I  esteemed  you  for  your 
learning,  your  refinement,  your  piety ;  but  little 
by  little  I  have  seen  things  which  have  shown 
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me  that  your  learning  is  but  the  slave  of  your 
conscience,  and  your  conscience  is  the  slave  of 
your  order.  The  first  thing  that  opened  my 
eyes  was  something  I  overheard  you  say  years 
ago  at  the  ball  given  on  poor  Marie's  fete-day  ; 
when  you  were  consulted  by  two  old  people 
on  some  matters  of  conscience,  you  were  not 
ashamed  to  give  contrary  opinions  to  subserve 
some  paltry  ecclesiastic  interests." 

"  Enough !  Heaven  and  hell  are  paltry 
interests  to  a  heretic  !  " 

"  Then  you  tried  to  get  a  match  made  up 
between  the  drunken  Comte  de  Pontorson  and 
Marie,  right  and  wrong  being  totally  disre- 
garded." 

''  I  do  protest,  mademoiselle." 

"  Then  you  connived  at  the  condemnation  to 
the  galleys  of  a  man  who  had  hospitably  treated 
you.  You  pretended  to  seek  his  release,  and  it 
.was  pretence.  You  kept  back  his  letters  from 
Marie  at  St.  Michel ;  you  used  Du  Hamel  as 
your  instrument  in  some  way — I  know  not  how 
- — for  breeding  a  coolness  between  Henri  Guillot 
and  Marie  ;  and  now,  by  your  diabolical  feats  of 
logic  and  cajolery,  you  have  made  this  confiding 
girl  a  catspaw  for  ruining  the  Baron  de  Saigas, 
and  you  have  done  it  in  such  a  way  that  she 
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must  feel  herself  cut  off  from  all  love  and  sym- 
pathy with  her  kindred.  She  can  now  only  go 
into  a  convent  and  bewail  her  human  ties  whom 
she  and  you  have  sacrificed." 

"  If  I  am  such  an  inhuman  monster,  why  did 
madame  save  my  life  ?  " 

"  Because  I  needed  your  testimony.  It  was 
for  my  interest !  " 

The  Jesuit  could  not  help  looking  with  admi- 
ration on  the  glowing  cheek  and  flashing  eye  of 
the  girl  from  whom  he  had  just  received  so  ill 
a  compliment ;  but  his  amour  propre  was  not 
wounded  so  much  as  his  interest  was  aroused 
by  the  spirited  replies  of  his  fair  captor.  He 
bowed  to  the  saddle-bow  and  whispered — 

"  I  am  indeed  unfortunate  to  have  earned  the 
dispraise  of  one  whose  simplicity  and  truthful- 
ness I  have  long  watched  and  admired." 

"  I  am  not  French,  your  reverence.  I  can  see 
through  a  compliment  as  clearly  as  most  of  my 
nation  ;  but  I  am  surprised  that  you  see  any 
merit  in  truth  or  simplicity.  However,  as  you 
have  paid  me  a  compliment,  allow  me  to  give 
you  one  in  return.  I  did  save  your  life  in  part 
because  I  felt  you  could  help  me  ;  but  as  I  saw 
that  rude  boor  standing  ready  to  kill  you,  I  felt 
how  much  more  valuable  was  your  life  than  his, 


ASYLUM    CHRISTI.  93 

for  the  fanaticism  of  these  poor  peasants  is 
appalHng,  even  to  me.  Yes,  mon  pere,  though 
I  see  your  faults,  which  are  those  of  your  order, 
I  respect  that  in  you  which  underHes  your 
Italian  training." 

"  Now  I  breathe.  Eh  bien,  if  you  are  able 
to  see  the  fanaticism  of  these  rebels,  I  shall 
hope  that  you  may  yet  be  led  to  see  the  folly 
of  breaking  away  from  the  traditions  of  the 
Church.  Believe  me,  there  is  no  logical  resting 
place  between  Catholicism  and  unbelief  These 
followers  of  Calvin  and  Martin  Luther  are 
strong  only  in  the  spirit  of  revolt  against  the 
discipline  of  authority.  Their  religion  is  now 
fervent,  and  bred  in  some  natural  yearnings  of 
the  heart.  It  may  last  a  century  or  two,  but 
the  time  will  come  when  men  shall  turn  from 
crusading  for  freedom  of  conscience,  as  they 
call  it,  to  reflecting  on  the  basis  of  their  faith, 
and  then  all  this  Protestantism  will  reel  to  its 
foundations,  and  atheism  will  stalk  abroad  with 
unblushing  front.  It  must  be  so ;  sic  ratio 
vult !  " 

''  Then  is  there  no  unfalth  in  your  good 
Catholic  ?  I  trow  that  you  yourself  are  some- 
times troubled  with  qualms  of  doubt,  if  you 
would  only  confess  it.     I  quite  agree  with  you 
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in  admiring  the  theory  of  a  divine  providence 
overruHng  the  counsels  and  decrees  of  the 
Church,  guiding  it  into  all  truth  ;  but  when  I 
see  and  hear  of  the  contradictions,  and  note  the 
abuses  of  this  same  Church,  I  use  my  common 
sense  and  say  the  theory  is  wrong.  God  is  not 
driving  us  in  His  leading  strings.  A  whole 
generation  may  go  astray  from  truth ;  the 
Church  may  miss  it,  and  one  poor  fool  out  of 
the  pale  shall  haply  find  it,  That,  your  rever- 
ence, is  my  view  of  religion,  and  if  I  am  in 
error,  I  trust  the  good  Lord  will  pardon  me, 
seeing  I  use  to  the  best  of  my  ability  the  reason 
he  has  given  me." 

Beretti  smiled,  and  replied  playfully— 
"  You  remind  me  of  a  great  lady  at  the  court 
of  Le  Grand  Monarque,  who,  in  answer  to  the 
solemn  warnings  of  her  confessor,  argued, 
*  God  will  think  twice  before  he  damns  a  lady 
of  quality.'  Non,  non,  ma  fille,  what  is  your 
private  judgment,  that  you  should  set  it  against 
the  traditions  of  ages  ? " 

''  Mais,  mon  pere,  if  I  decide  that  you  advise 
well  and  the  Roman  faith  is  the  true,  I  decide 
on  the  ground  of  a  private  judgment,  n'est-ce 
pas  ?  But  here  comes  Seguler,  looking  very 
wrathful  at  my  talking  so  long  with  you ;  and 


ASYLUM    CHRISTI.  95 

you  have  not  yet  told  me  where  you  have  con- 
cealed Marie." 

''  Oh,  what  is  that  ?  he  will  not  confess  ? " 
exclaimed  the  prophet. 

**  Upon  my  word  of  honour,  I  know  not 
where  she  is;  but  if  this  captain  of  Camisards 
will  grant  me  permission  to  ride  to  Pont  de 
Montvert,  I  will  do  my  best  to  learn  her 
domicile." 

"  Certainement,  Monsieur  le  Jesuite ;  and  to 
honour  you  further,  I  will  myself  bear  you  com- 
pany thither.  To-night  being  the  Sabbath,  we 
intend  to  hold  an  assembly  on  yonder  gorse- 
clad  mountain — '  Bouges '  the  people  name  it. 
See,  how  the  golden  bloom  lights  up  in  the 
sunshine,  as  if  bidding  God's  children  welcomfe 
to  the  Delectable  Mountains !  Voyez,  mon- 
sieur, you  are  one  of  us  now,  and  it  is  only  fair 
to  acquaint  you  with  our  projects,  which,  if  the 
Lord  be  favourable  unto  Sion,  we  mean  to 
bring  to  pass  with  a  mighty  hand  and  an  out- 
stretched arm.  I  and  my  people  have  spread 
the  tidings  the  whole  country  round — nay  ;  did 
you  not  mark  how  St.  Roman's  tow^r  still 
smoked  from  last  night's  beacon  fire  ? — and  to 
night  we  assemble  under  the  '  trois  arbres ' 
yonder.      See!     There   they  toss   their   heads 
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against  the  sky,  rising  high  above  the  altefage 
wood  that  crowns  the  summit.  Close  by  those 
trees,  as  mayhap  thou  knowest,  there  is  a  goodly 
spring  that  issues  from  a  hollow  in  the  hill-side, 
*  la  fontaine  des  arbres ; '  there  our  prophets 
shall  speak  the  Lord's  word  unto  the  people. 
By  the  waters  of  Babylon  the  Hebrew  exiles 
sat  down  and  wept ;  but  I  swear  by  the  wrath 
of  the  Eternal,  by  the  waters  of  yonder  sweet 
fountain,  the  Children  of  God  shall  weep  no 
tears  save  the  hot  tears  of  vengeance  !  '  Ven- 
geance is  mine,'  saith  the  Lord  ;  and  to-morrow, 
Sir  Priest,  an  thou  come  down  with  us  to  smite 
the  false  shepherd,  thou  shalt  perceive  that, 
the  Lord's  arm  is  not  shortened,  and  that  his 
jealousy  burns  like  a  fire !  " 

Beretti  looked  anxiously  at  Ethel  for  an  ex- 
planation, and,  as  Seguier  again  moved  to  the 
front,  he  murmured — 

*'  In  God's  name,  what  means  this  ?  " 
"  It  means,"  replied  Ethel,  "that  these  poor 
hunted  peasants  have  resolved  to  turn  against 
their  persecutors.  You  may  think  it  ill  becomes 
me  to  be  found  in  such  company ;  but  I  have 
seen  something  of  the  merciful  dealings  of  your 
Church — I  have  stood  by  when  children  have 
been  torn  from  the  bosoms  of  their  mothers  by 
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your  priests ;  I  have  seen  their  pastors  driven 
from  amongst  them,  and  their  goods  spoiled, 
their  homes  made  desolate;  and  I  have  watched 
the  dumb  grief  shape  itself  into  the  monstrous 
forms  of  revolt — slowly  at  first,  as  the  spark 
kindled  in  a  warm  heart  here  and  there.  And 
now,  rrion  pere,  the  Holy  Church  has  lit  a  candle 
which  it  will  task  all  the  king's  dragooning 
to  snuff  out.  And,  for  my  part,  I  cast  in  my 
lot  with  the  persecuted.  If  they  are  ignorant 
and  fanatical,  it  is  your  fault,  who  robbed  them 
of  their  pastors ;  if  they  are  going  to  dip  their 
hands  in  blood,  God  knows  you  have  left  them 
no  alternative  but  either  to  die  or  fight  for 
freedom." 

The  Jesuit  made  no  answer,  only  his  lips 
seemed  to  press  together,  and  his  dark  eyes  to 
gather  fire  from  beneath  the  strongly  pencilled 
brows,  now  knit  by  thought  or  some  deep 
emotion. 

The  cavalcade  had  passed  through  the  village 
of  Pompidou,  whose  inhabitants  had  turned  out 
en  masse  to  cheer  the  Enfants  de  Dieu  and  lend 
their  strongest,  with  bill-hook  and  flint-musket, 
to  swell  the  Lord's  contingent.  They  had 
climbed  the  winding  ascent  and  were  once 
more  on  one  of  the  high  plateaux,  from  whence 

VOL.  III.  H 
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Lozere  and  Bouges  seemed  but  separated  by 
one  valley  and  one  range  of  hills.  The  soil  all 
around  was  black ;  to  the  mind  of  Father 
Beretti,  occupied  as  he  was  with  his  forebodings 
of  evil,  the  country  seemed  draped  in  mourning 
apparel  ;  the  pall  of  a  spiritual  death  was  over 
the  face  of  nature,  and  the  huge  rocks,  fan- 
tastically jumbled  about  the  plateau,  piled  table- 
wise  one  upon  another,  or  standing  up  on  their 
ends,  looked  like  the  tombstones  of  so  many 
giants,  the  denizens  of  a  bygone  age.  The 
sparkle  of  lead  and  mica  did  not  relieve  the 
sombre  character  of  the  landscape  ;  all  was  wild 
and  bleak  and  inhospitable.  Tall  poles  were 
planted  in  the  ground  at  intervals  to  guide  the 
traveller  where  snow  had  obliterated  the  track, 
for  on  the  left  yawned  a  precipice,  and  hedge 
or  fence  there  was  none. 

And  so  the  Children  of  God  journeyed  to 
Bouges  through  the  still  Sabbath  day. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

The  village  of  Pont  de  Montvert  has  never 
boasted  of  good  entertainment  to  man  a-nd 
beast.  Lying  as  it  does  on  either  bank  of  a 
rivulet  which  is  nothing  more  than  a  mountain 
torrent,  and  pent  in  between  the  long  chine  of 
Lozere  on  the  north  and  the  rounded  eminence 
of  Bouges  on  the  south,  it  has  never  possessed 
a  road  suitable  for  wheels,  and  the  foot  travellers 
who  have  had  occasion  to  visit  such  an  out- 
landish spot  have  ever  been  content  with  the 
humble  kitchen  of  the  low-browed  auberge,  and 
the  dinner  of  herbs  which  Solomon  thought  no 
despicable  mess,  provided  only  you  brought  a 
contented  stomach  to  its  perusal. 

It  was  on  the  Monday,  the  day  following  the 
Sabbath  journey  related  in  the  last  chapter,  that 
a  few  of  the  notables  of  the  village  were  as- 
sembled to  a  mid-day  ddjeuner  in  a  little  inn  not 
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far  from  the  house  of  Du  Chayla.  The  weather 
was  beginning  to  be  cold,  and  mine  host,  a  Httle 
rubicund  and  black-eyed  gentleman,  with  a 
propensity  to  talk  down  his  guests  on  all 
subjects,  had  piled  the  logs  freely  on  the  hearth 
of  the  wide  chimney,  in  one  corner  of  which 
sat  his  mother,  an  old  hag  past  all  sense  of 
hearing  and  biting,  but  busily  employed  on  a 
stocking,  which  she  knitted  with  a  mechanical 
skill  that  seem  to  need  the  intervention  of  no 
intelligence. 

From  the  smoky  rafters  were  suspended 
various  legs  and  shoulders  of  hog's  flesh,  await- 
ing consumption  in  due  time ;  and  seated  in  a 
wide  semicircle  round  the  fire,  with  bowls  of 
broth  on  their  knees,  were  five  of  the  greatest 
talkers  in  the  village.  Two  of  these  were 
Carmelites  from  the  house  on  the  other  side  of 
the  Tarn,  looking  very  clean  in  their  habits  of 
white  flannel,  and  showing  florid  fat  faces  that 
contrasted  strongly  with  the  cowl,  which  was 
partly  thrown  aside,  and  formed  a  background 
to  the  head.  The  three  others  were  petty 
tradesmen  of  the  place,  whose  interests  had  led 
them  to  espouse  the  cause  of  orthodoxy.  These 
gentlemen,  though  they  wore  the  usual  blouse, 
were  yet   dressed  underneath  with  some  pre- 
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tension,  and  a  piece  of  tawdry  lace  which 
revealed  itself  at  the  neck  made  pretence  to 
redeem  the  wearer  from  the  ranks  of  the  vulgar. 
M.  Melqulon,  the  host,  had  a  chair  also  near 
the  fire,  but  he  was  as  often  as  not  running  to 
the  further  end  of  the  kitchen  or  hall,  or  by- 
whatsoever  name  you  may  choose  to  dignify 
this,  the  only  considerable  room  In  the  house, 
and  there,  from  a  huge  stone  jar  which  was  set 
on  a  side-table,  he  would  replenish  the  black 
bottles  with  vin  du  pays  always  taking  care,  to 
cork  up  each  newly  filled  quart,  so  that  if  you 
had  a  little  imagination,  you  might  fancy  your 
wine  was  fetched  fresh  from  Its  dusty  bin  in  the 
cellar,  instead  of  having  lain  for  weeks  in  an 
uncorked  flagon,  wasting  its  sweetness  on  the 
common  air.  However,  they  are  a  conservative 
people  in  the  Cevennes,  and  he  who  will  may 
try  for  himself  this  naive  method  of  bottling 
wine  for  the  visitor. 

Whether  It  was  due  to  the  development  of 
tartaric  acid  in  this  mornings  drawings,  or 
from  whatever  cause,  the  voices  of  Melqulon's 
guests  rose  high  in  argument,  and  Melqulon 
himself,  leaning  over  the  back  of  his  chair, 
clenched  his  fist  and  added  rejoinders  so  forcible 
that  they  reached  the  tympanum  of  his  mother's 
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ear,  who  rejoiced  to  experience  once  more  the 
fruition  of  a  departing  sense,  and  turned  upon 
the  combatants  a  genial  array  of  red  gums  and 
lauo-hinof  wrinkles. 

When  the  noise  and  confusion  were  at  their 
height,  the  form  of  a  stranger  suddenly  appeared 
in  the  doorway.  Stained  and  travel-worn  was 
the  face  that  peered  in  upon  the  debaters ;  a  dark 
moustache  and  beard  half  concealed  the  lower 
features,  but  the  clear  complexion  and  smooth 
brow  betrayed  the  .youth,  and  a  fearless,  inde- 
pendent look  belied  the  humble  trappings  of  the 
new  comer.  Seeing  that  nobody  noticed  him, 
he  cried — 

''  Shall  I  intrude  if  I  come  In  and  ask  leave 
to  rest  and  eat  ? " 

At  the  sound  of  a  strange  voice,  a  cur  ran 
from  under  his  master's  chair  and  yelped  at  the 
top  of  a  very  exalted  voice. 

"  Mon  petit  Dieu ! "  exclaimed  Melquion, 
turning  and  raising  his  hat.  "  Come  in,  mon- 
sieur, and  sit  opposite  madame.  Voila,  monsieur, 
permit  me  to  take  charge  of  your  sack.  Hein, 
Desiree  !  a  bowl  of  good  hot  bouillon  for  mon- 
sieur ;  all  neighbours  here,  sans  cdrdmonie  !  " 

As  Melquion  bustled  about,  bottling  hi^ petit 
vin  du  pays  and  breaking  off  a  stick  of  brown 
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bread,  giving  the  slut  a  shove  for  celerity's  sake 
and  exclaiming,  "  Vite  done,  Desiree,  ce'  mon- 
sieur a  faim,"  the  rest  of  the  company  burst  (for 
no  other  word  will  express  it)  into  a  sudden  and 
profound  silence,  and  regarded  the  young  man 
with  undisguised  curiosity.  But  he,  throwing 
himself  back  in  the  arm-chair  by  the  corner  of 
the  fire,  seemed  quite  unconscious  of  their  pre- 
sence ;  presently  his  eyes  became  glazed  and 
heavy,  and  in  a  few  minutes  he  was  nodding 
to  the  old  grandame  opposite. 

One  of  the  Carmelites  got  up  and  closely 
Inspected  his  boots  and  clothes.  ''  Not  country 
made  these,  I  suspect,"  he  remarked  softly. 

But  when  the  broth  was  ready,  and  the  slices 
of  turnip,  and  celery,  and  garlic,  and  stale  bread 
were  bobbing  and  smoking  on  the  mantling 
surface  of  the  browst,  Melquion  shook  his  visitor 
by  the  arm  and  offered  the  bowl. 

"  Vous  le  trouverez  bon  !  " 

**  Oui,  oui,  c'est  bon  9a,"  broke  in  the  old  hag, 
letting  her  work  fall  for  the  first  time,  and 
inhaling  the  steam  of  the  odorous  mixture 
with  open  mouth. 

And  then,  when  the  traveller  was  half-way 
through  his  mess,  Melquion  began  to  question 
him  thus  : — 
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"  Came  you  through  Frugeres  this  morning, 
mon  ami  ? " 

'*I  know  not  your  names  hereabouts.  I  passed 
through  St.  Maurice  de  Ventalong ;  I  want  to 
reach  Florae.    Is  It  yet  far  ?  " 

The  frozen  tongues  of  the  five  thawed  simul- 
taneously, and  there  was  a  general  chorus, 
warning  the  stranger  against  proceeding  further 
that  day. 

*'  And  yet  the  road  is  fairly  good,"  remarked 
the  young  man. 

He  understood  the  chorus  to  reply  that  It 
had  been  newly  constructed  by  Baville,  for  the 
purpose  of  transporting  his  artillery  ;  but  amid 
the  wild  struggle  for  pre-eminence  In  sound,  it 
was  possible  to  catch  only  a  word  here  and  there. 

*'  And  why  Is  artillery  wanted  in  these  lone- 
some parts,  messieurs  ?  " 

The  hvQ  looked  askant  at  one  another,  and 
at  last  one  of  the  Carmelites,  letting  one  side 
of  his  mouth  smile  by  a  sort  of  surreptitious 
movement  to  which  the  other  side  was  evidently 
not  Inclined  to  be  a  party,  replied — 

*'  Is  It  possible  monsieur  has  not  heard  of  the 
Camisards  ?  " 

"  Mais  quo! !  do  they  hold  fortified  towns, 
then  ?  " 
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The  chorus  laughed  long  and  loud  at  so 
absurd  a  supposition.  Melquion  then  broke 
in,  with  an  air  of  "  Interrupt  me  if  you 
dare  "— 

"  We  were  discussing  these  rebels  when  you 
first  entered.  As  you  seem  to  be  a  stranger  in 
these  parts,  you  may  not  know  that  there  is  a 
danger  of  a  serious  rising.  Last  night,  as  we  are 
informed,  the  audacious  scoundrels  assembled 
under  the  very  nose  of  the  arch-priest,  on 
Bouges  yonder,  singing  their  sniveling  psalms, 
and  preaching  till  past  midnight " 

The  rest  of  Melquion's  remarks  were  inter- 
rupted by  a  boy  rushing  in  breathless,  and  say- 
ing to  the  stranger,  "  I  tracked  him,  monsieur, 
half-way  up  Bouges,  but  the  higher  he  went  the 
faster  he  galloped,  with  his  nose  down  and  his 
tail  up,  and  I  was  forced  to  return." 

^'Tracked  what  ?"— "Whose  nose?"— "What 
devil  is  loose  now  ?  " 

Such  were  among  the  exclamations  of  the 
party  seated  round  the  fire  ;  but  the  boy  ap- 
pealed to  panted  and  pointed  to  the  stranger  in 
the  corner. 

"  Messieurs,"  said  he,  "  it  is  only  a  brute  of 
a  dog  which  I  had  with  me,  who  has  a  habit 
of  starting  off  after  vagrant  game  ;  being  too 
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weary  to  follow  him  myself,    I  bade  this   boy 
fetch  him  back — voila  tout." 

Melquion  had  fixed  the  stranger  as  he  spoke 
with  his  little  piercing  black  eyes,  and  observed 
quietly — "  We  have  no  game  on  our  mountains 
likely  to  carry  your  hound  to  the  top  of  Bouges, 
monsieur." 

"  Non,  non  ! "  cried  one  of  the  Carmelites, 
"  pray  God  the  brute  be  not  mad  !  " 

''Mad!"  shouted  Melquion,  contemptuously, 
"  the  dog  is  as  sensible  as  you  or  I  ;  if  the 
owner,  yonder,  can't  guess  what  has  tickled  his 
nose,  I  can  !  " 

The  stranger  coloured  and  looked  confused ; 
the  chorus  demanded  more. 

"He,  ma  foi !  he  has  gone  after  his  friends — 
les  amis  de  ce  monsieur ! " 

It  was  a  revelation  to  the  bucolic  intelligence. 
They  all  rose  to  their  feet  with  a  stamp  and  a 
shout,  ''  Voila  un  Camisard  !  " 

The  stranger  also  stood  up,  but  seeing  the 
hopelessness  of  resistance,  sank  again  in  the 
chair.  Melquion  bade  the'  Carmelites  hurry  to 
the  arch-priest  and  fetch  chains  to  secure  the 
prisoner.  Two  of  the  burghers  he  posted  at 
the  door  of  the  inn,  to  preclude  escape, 
and   the  third  he  sent  to  the   captain  of  the 
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archers,  to  obtain  his  consent  to  the  stranger's 
arrest. 

All  this  occupied  but  a  few  minutes,  and 
when  Melquion  saw  that  he  was  alone  with  his 
prisoner,  he  changed  his  tone,  and  said  confi- 
dentially— 

''  I  have  guessed  aright,  have  I  not  ?  the  dog 
was  Maintenon  ?  " 

"  Mon  Dieu  !  how  knew  you  that  ?  If,  then, 
you  are  a  friend,  why " 

"  Taisez-vous !  the  time  is  short.  Are  you 
not  named  Henri  Guillot  ?  " 

*'  Qui." 

"  Bon  !  I,  too,  am  a  Huguenot,  but  unknown 
to  these  chiens.  I  spy  out  everything  ;  I  know 
the  plans  of  both  sides.  I  have  heard  all  about 
you  from  la  fille  anglaise ;  she  was  here  early 
this  morning.  Maintenon,  sans  doute,  got  upon 
her  trail — she  was  afoot.  I  have  arrested  you 
because  I  want  to  send  a  message  to  the 
prisoners  in  the  dungeons  yonder.  Young 
Philippe  de  Cornelli  is  there,  and  others " 

"  Inform  me,  is  Mademoiselle  de  Cornelli 
there,  too  ?  " 

''  Peste  !  don't  interrupt — I  don't  know — 
See  here !  Tell  them  deliverance  comes  to- 
night ;  tell  the  arch-priest  that  a  chain  of  galley- 
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slaves  Is  on  the  way  from  Mende.  He  will  then 
detach  a  company  of  dragoons  to  escort  it,  and 
we  shall  have  less  trouble.      Hist !  les  voici." 

The  tramp  of  feet  and  the  sound  of  voices 
preceded  the  entry  of  four  soldiers,  carrying 
manacles  and  a  long  chain.  When  they  entered 
the  hostelry  they  found  Melquion  standing 
guard  over  the  Camisard. 

The  arch-priest  had  been  much  troubled  of 
late  by  the  importunity  of  some  foolish  parents 
whose  children  he  had  arrested  and  imprisoned 
in  his  private  vaults  for  the  crime  of  attending 
assemblies  in  the  desert.  One  of  these  foolish 
mothers  had  even  gone  the  length  of  offering 
herself  as  a  substitute  in  place  of  her  son,  so 
he  might  be  set  free.  His  years  were  so 
tender,  she  pleaded,  forsooth,  as  if  it  were  not 
infinitely  more  important  that  his  soul  should 
be  chastened,  than  that  the  silly  mother  s  feel- 
ings should  be  spared. 

But  such  a  rattle  of  voluble  tongues  had 
wearied  the  good  priest's  ears  this  morning — 
*'  The  very  balderdash  of  sentiment,"  as  Frere 
Francois  called  it — that  when  Henri  Guillot 
was  brought  to  him  for  examination,  he  waved 
him  off  to  the  cachot  below  with  an  impatient 
gesture. 
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However,  Brother  Francis,  the  Benedictine, 
ran  down  the  steps  after  the  new  prisoner,  and 
questioned  him  in  the  gloom  of  the  ante-room 
of  the  dungeons,  a  Httle  square  chamber, 
illumined  only  by  the  light  that  came  down  the 
stone  steps,  where,  fortunately  for  Henri,  he 
could  not  recognize  his  features ;  but  having 
elicited  the  startling  information  that  a  chain  of 
galley-slaves  was  on  the  way  from  Mende,  he 
ran  back  to  Du  Chayla,  and  communicated  his 
intellig-ence  with  a  self-satisfied  air.  . 

"  And  what  do  you  propose  ? "  asked  the 
arch-priest,  stopping  In  his  walk  across  the 
room  and  putting  his  thumb  between  the  leaves 
of  his  breviary  to  keep  the  place.  ''  What  do 
you  propose  to  do  ?  " 

"Send  Monsieur  du  Hamel  with  the  troops 
to  escort  them  .hither.  The  Camlsards  are  so 
numerous,  I  should  not  greatly  wonder  If  they 
attempted  a  rescue,  unless  we  adopt  some  such 
precautions." 

"  Solt ! "  said  the  arch-priest,  and  continued 
his  peripatetic  devotions. 

When  Henri  heard  the  door  of  his  dungeon 
creak  and  bang  after  the  departure  of  the 
soldiers  who  had  attached  him  to  his  particular 
beam  in  the  celling,  he  tried  to  look  about  him 
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and  make  out  if  possible  whether  Philippe  were 
confined  in  the  same  cell ;  but  the  extreme 
gloom  prevented  him  from  doing  more  than 
discern  a  few  vague  outlines,  and  by  the  clank- 
ing of  the  chains  he  knew  that  there  were 
several  companions  in  misfortune  near  him. 

The  air  of  the  chamber  was  so  foul  that  on 
first  entering  a  feeling  of  sickness  almost  made 
him  faint,  and  this  the  more  that  he  was  already- 
far  spent  with  a  long  and  painful  walk  through 
the  mountains. 

The  silence  was  not  long  maintained  which 
had  befallen  during  his  introduction  into  the 
cellar,  and  which  had  been  only  broken  on  the 
part  of  the  prisoners  by  the  long-drawn  inhala- 
tions of  the  much-wished-for  fresh  air  that  blew 
down  the  stairs  while  the  door  was  left  ajar. 
Groans  and  sighs,  ejaculatory  prayers  and 
murmurs  were  soon  filling  the  chamber,  the 
presence  of  a  new  comer  not  causing  so  much 
excitement  as  regret  that  here  was  another  pair 
of  lungs  to  consume  the  little  oxygen  in  the 
cellar.  There  were  indeed  three  narrow  slits  in 
a  wall  that  seemed,  as  far  as  Henri  could  con- 
jecture, to  face  the  river,  but  these  were  not 
enough  to  give  air  to  so  many  persons ;  and 
with  all  the  sympathy  for  each  other  imaginable, 
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the  poor  wretches  had  come  to  such  a  pass  that 
the  struggle  for  air  had  induced  the  same 
abandon  of  selfishness  as  occurs  when  the 
drowning  man  clutches  at  the  throat  of  his 
dearest  friend. 

When  the  first  sense  of  confusion  had  passed 
away,  Henri  bethought  him  how  he  could  best 
convey  to  his  fellow-prisoners  the  news  with 
which  he  was  charged  ;  and  as  he  was  thinking 
it  over,  he  overheard  some  one  say — 

"  O  Lord  God,  vouchsafe  thy  servant  a  flint 
— just  one  flint ! " 

A  strange  prayer,  thought  Henri,  but  he 
need  not  go  so  far  afield. 

"  Here,  mon  ami,  is  both  flint  and  tinder  ; 
what  wouldst  thou  ?  " 

"  A  miracle,  a  miracle  !  "  cried  the  other,  and 
reached  out  a  bony  hand,  stretching  across  to 
the  length  of  his  chain. 

Henri  passed  the  flint  and  tinder.  Presently 
a  spark  was  struck  out,  and  then  another  and 
another,  six  in  succession.  The  tinder  was  burn- 
ing :  all  eyes  were  bent  on  this  performance  ; 
the  cell  was  again  quiet.  The  man  was  now 
applying  a  piece  of  paper  to  the  tinder ;  sud- 
denly it  caught  fire,  and  as  it  blazed,  the  man 
appeared  to  be  reading  words  written  upon  it. 
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As  the  paper  shrivelled  up,  blackened,  and  left 
the  chamber  again  in  gloom,  he  cried  out — 

"  Listen,  O  ye  servants  of  God,  and  believe ! 
The  Lord  hath  sent  his  angel  unto  us  to  save 
us  from  despair.  Last  night  a  voice  spake 
unto  us  through  yon  crevices  in  the  wall — 
many  of  you  heard  it ! — 'twas  as  the  sweet  voice 
of  a  woman,  and  it  said  '  A  demain  ! '  Just 
now,  as  I  was  eating  the  crust  of  black  bread 
which  is  daily  supplied  us,  I  found  a  piece  of 
paper  hid  within  the  comb,  as  'twere,  of  the 
crust ;  you  saw  me  read  it  by  its  own  light,  for 
the  glimmer  of  the  tinder  was  too  faint.  Ah, 
camarades !  the  words  were  '  Sauves  ce  soir — 
Ethel.'  " 

Henri  waited  no  longer,  but  cried  out,  *'  It 
is  true,  camarades.  One  who  is  a  friend  of  the 
Enfants  de  Dieu  caused  me  to  be  arrested  and 
sent  hither  in  order  to  bid  you  pluck  up  heart, 
for  that  deliverance  is  at  hand ;  our  people  are 
in  force  on  Bouges,  they  tell  me." 

These  words,  uttered  in  a  quiet,  matter-of-fact 
tone,  so  different  from  the  nervous  and  exalted 
utterances  of  the  previous  speaker,  produced  an 
immense  impression ;  it  was  as  if,  after  the 
fever-bred  delusions  that  cross  the  mirage  of 
the   sick  man,  there  had  succeeded  a  gleam  of 
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peaceful,  sober  meditation.  It  was  not  exactly 
hope  which  sprang  up  in  the  bosoms  of  those 
few  cramped  and  poisoned  captives — rather  was 
it  akin  to  knowledge  ;  not  ''  it  must  surely  be 
true,"  was  the  conviction  that  was  pressed  home 
to  all,  but  simply,  "  it  is  true." 

After  a  pause,  and  when  the  exclamation  of 
surprise  had  subsided,  the  first  speaker  re- 
joined— 

"  Since  this  gospel  news  comes  through  you, 
monsieur,  we  would  e'en  learn  your  name,  and 
the  name  of  him  who  sent  you." 

The  voice  of  the  persecuted  had  grown  sober  ; 
now  facts  had  been  substituted  for  the  workings 
of  imagination  and  faith.     Henri  replied — 

"  What  the  name  of  our  friend  was  I  know 
not,  and  if  I  did,  'twere  little  gratitude  to  pub- 
lish it  in  the  house  of  an  enemy.  What  mine  is 
matters  not  to  thee,  friend,  I  trow,  seeing  we 
are  strangers  to  one  another;  but  if  thou  couldst 
tell  me  whether  one  Philippe  de  Cornelli " 

''Ah,  Henri,  c'est  vous !"  cried  a  feeble  voice 
from  the  further  corner  of  the  chamber. 

And  then  followed  words  of  mutual  recog- 
nition and  surprise,  and  of  explanation  on  the 
part  of  Durand — for  it  had  been  he  who  had 
prayed  for  the  flint — that  for  many  hours  the 
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poor  boy  had  been  lying  exhausted  and  speech- 
less on  the  stones,  overcome  by  exposure  to  the 
damp  and  unhealthy  air  of  the  dungeon. But 
now,  with  reviving  hope  came  fresh  strength, 
and  Philippe  questioned  his  friend  much  about 
the  doings  of  the  past  weeks,  his  father,  his 
sister,  the  chances  of  a  successful  rebellion. 

Henri's  rapid  narration  was  listened  to  by  all 
with  respectful  silence.  He  told  Philippe  briefly 
how  he  arid  Maintenon  had  waited  at  St.  Malo 
until  the  chain  started  for  Paris ;  how,  at  Paris, 
he  had  been  fortunate  enough  to  find  his  father. 
Captain  Guillot,  who  with  Monsieur  Jean  de  la 
Bruyere  often  went  to  La  Tournelle  to  visit  the 
Sieur  de  Cornelli,  and  how  the  latter  had  used 
his  influence  to  procure  the  sieur  some  relief 
from  the  hardships  of  that  place  of  torture  ; 
then,  finding  that  no  chain  was  to  leave  Paris 
until  next  spring,  how  he  and  the  dog  had 
journeyed  down  to  the  Cevennes  in  search  of 
Marie  and  Philippe,  But  when  he  told  them 
about  Maintenon  rushing  up  the  mountain  after 
Ethel,  as  Melquion  interpreted  it,  Philippe 
turned  to  Durand  with  a  laugh  and  cried — 

"  Mais,  mon  ami,  your  angel  of  last  night  was 
mademoiselle,  after  all ! " 

*'  It  was   an   angel,   however,   that  led   her 
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hither,"  said  Durand,  somewhat  nettled  by  the 
tone  of  raillery.  And  this  pious  belief  was  re- 
ceived with  a  gentle  motion  of  applauding 
chains  on  the  part  of  the  prisoners. 

And  so  the  long  day  wore  on,  and  the  Car- 
melites, as  they  went  to  their  vesper  prayers, 
heard  the  voices  of  the  captives  below  lifted  up 
in  tones  louder  than  usual  as  they  sang  the 
hymns  of  Marot. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

The  party  at  the  supper-table  of  the  arch- 
priest  was  smaller  than  usual  to-night.  Captain 
Poul  and  Lieutenant  du  Hamel  had  gone  to 
meet  the  supposed  chain  of  galley-slaves.  Du 
Chayla  was  in  high  spirits  now,  and  was  re- 
capitulating all  the  successes  of  the  mission 
since  he  first  came  into  the  Cevennes,  whilst 
his  admiring  brethren  sat  munching  in  evident 
admiration. 

At  the  right  hand  of  the  arch-priest  sat  a 
poodle,  fantastically  shaved  and  adorned  with 
red  ribbons.  "  Cynthia,"  as  she  was  named, 
had  reached  the  old  age  of  poodles,  and  was 
the  one  darling  of  the  iron-grey  missioner 
whose  gentle  mercies  had  carried  terror  into 
the  hearts  of  so  many  a  fanatic  of  the  Religion. 
Cynthia,  too,  was  to-night  cheerful  and  con- 
tented   beyond    her    ordinary    mood,    for    she 
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missed  the  presence  of  Brother  Francis,  whom 
she  hated  with  more  than  canine  hatred.     That 
energetic    member   of    the    Benedictine    order 
saw  with   impatience  the  best  bits  out  of  the 
soup  fished  out  and  given  to  Cynthia,  and  on 
several    occasions    had    accidentally  struck    his 
sandal    against    the    nose    of     the    pampered 
favourite  as  she  crawled  under  the  table.     But 
to-night  her    enemy  was  absent,   and   Cynthia 
revelled  in  her  master's  caresses,  sat  up  on  her 
high  chair  and  begged  while  the   Latin   grace 
was  said,  rubbed  her  nose  with  her  fore-paw  at 
the  mention  of  Camisard,  and  bowed  when  the 
pope's  name  was  pronounced.      In  fact,  Cynthia 
was  quite  as  intelligent  a  Catholic  as  many  that 
had  been  sprinkled   with  holy  water,  and  what 
is  more,  she   fulfilled  the  conditions   that  most 
men  then  thought  the  most  important,  for  she 
never  disputed  the  authority  of  the  arch-priest. 
She  was  attentive  and  strict  in  the  observance 
of  the  ritual  which  he  had  taught  her,  and  she 
was  never  troubled  with  heretical  doubts.     An 
orthodox  machine,  purely  receptive,  outwardly 
devout,  inwardly  submissive  and  tranquil — such 
was  the. Ideal  of  Catholic  teaching,  as  developed 
by  the  Abbe  du  Chayla. 

The  supper  was  over,  the  youngest  frere  had 
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duly  carried  away  the  remains  of  the  soup  and 
toasted  cheese,  picking  and  tasting  surrepti- 
tiously on  the  way  to  the  larder,  but  resolved  to 
confess  the  soft  impeachment  and  do  penance 
on  the  morrow  (the  morrow  !  Alas !  poor  boy, 
it  never  dawned  for  thee),  and  the  arch-priest 
had  ordered  a  flagon  of  red  wine  of  Languedoc 
to  be  put  on  the  table.  He  was  in  good  spirits 
to-night ;  fair  news  from  Baville,  of  fresh  troops, 
to  compel  the  people  to  come  into  the  supper  of 
the  Great  King;  of  fighting  Irishmen,  at  so  much 
per  week ;  of  red-coated  Miguelets  from  the 
Pyrenees  ;  and  lastly,  of  Beretti,  the  enthusiastic 
and  scholarly  confessor  of  the  Society  of  Jesus. 

"  I  wonder  that  our  friend  le  Pere  Beretti  is 
not  yet  arrived." 

/'Can    it   be,   mon    pere,   that   he    has  been 
stayed  by  the  rebels  ?  " 

"  Impossible  !  They  would  not  dare  to  stop 
him.  I  know  these  fanatical  hounds  well 
enough  now  :  they  will  even  risk  their  limbs* 
racking  to  go  and  hear  one  of  their  party 
preach  in  the  wilderness,  but  as  for  doing  or 
daring  anything  apart  from  their  so-called 
religious  movement,  it  is  out  of  the  question." 

"And  yet,  your  reverence,  they  resisted 
Monsieur  Baville  the  other  day." 


ASYLUM    CHRISTI.  IIQ 

"  Ah !  an  accident.  They  were  marching 
about  to  attract  curiosity,  when  the  troops  sud- 
denly appeared  and  2^  fracas  was  inevitable." 

"  I  don't  know,"  replied  the  younger  Car- 
melite ;  ''  the  people  in  the  village  here  seem  to 
be  elated  beyond  what  is  usual.  There  was  a 
conventicle,  I  hear,  last  night  on  Bouges,  and 
arms  were  carried." 

"  There  is  no  cause  for  uneasiness  now  that 
Monsieur  Bavllle  has  constructed  new  roads  for 
his  regiments  to  march  by.  Frere  Joseph, 
another  glass  ?  " 

But  as  Du  Chayla  poured  out  the  red  wine 
for  his  reluctant  brother,  the  sound  of  singing 
was  borne  on  the  night  breeze. 

"  Ha !  Go,  one  of  you,  and  listen  on  the 
terrace,"  said  the  arch-priest. 

In  a  few  moments  the  Carmelite  returned, 
pale  with  fright,  announcing  that  he  could  see 
lights  descending  to  the  village,  as  of  a  great 
multitude. 

Du  Chayla  went  to  the  window  and  threw  It 
open. 

The  moon  was  shining  peacefully  on  gable 
and  pointed  roof;  the  river  ran  gurgling  below 
the  garden  wall ;  far  up  the  side  of  Bouges 
were  red  lights  dancing ;  and  ever  and  anon  the 
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night  wind  bore  the  strains  of  a  Huguenot 
hymn  to  the  ears  of  the  Hsteners. 

"  What  audacity ! "  murmured  Du  Chayla. 
*'  I  repent  me  I  let  those  dragoons  go  to 
Mende  ;  they  would  have  soon  dispersed  this 
canaille!' 

He  continued  gazing  from  the  window,  sur- 
rounded by  his  Carmelites  ;  and  Cynthia,  who 
could  not  reach  the  window-sill,  sat  up  and 
begged  to  be  lifted  in  her  master's  arms,  but  he 
saw  her  not. 

"  They  are  certainly  coming,"  muttered  Du 
Chayla,  after  a  pause  of  five  minutes,  when  the 
sounds  became  more  and  more  audible.  "  Go, 
mes  freres  ;  close  all  the  doors,  and  double-lock 
the  dungeons."  Then,  as  he  still  stood  at  the 
open  window,  he  caught  a  word  or  two  of  the 
hymn,  and  could  not  help  murmuring  to  himself 
the  lines  he  had  heard  so  often — 

"  Nos  filles  dans  les  monasteres, 
Nos  prisonniers  dans  les  cachots, 
Nos  martyrs  dont  le  sang  se  repand  k  grands  flots, 
Nos  confesseurs  sur  les  galeres, 
Nos  malades  perse'cutes, 
Nos  mourants  exposes  a  plus  d'une  furie, 
Nos  morts  traines  a  la  voirie — 
Te  disent,  O  Dieu,  nos  calamites  ! " 

It  was  with  a  shiver,  whether  of  cold  or  from 
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some  association  connected  with  these  words, 
that  Du  Chayla  stooped  and  took  In  his  arms 
poor  Cynthia,  who  had  cried  piteously  for  his 
notice.  There  was  something  so  weird,  so 
pathetic,  and  yet  so  wild  In  the  way  that  hymn 
changed  to  a  minor  In  the  third  Hne,  that  the 
arch-priest  let  his  head  lean  against  the  window- 
frame  and  his  heart  lean  upon  thoughts  of 
mercy. 

But,  hark  !  almost  on  the  outskirts  of  Pont  de 
Montvert  a  louder  and  fiercer  strain  uprises — 
he  knows  that  too. 

"  Let  God  arise,  let  his  enemies  be  scattered." 
The  sixty-eighth  psalm — 

"  Que  Dieu  se  montre  seulement." 

Why  does  the  brave  missioner  of  the 
Cevennes  start  thus  rudely  from  his  reverie, 
and  brush  away  the  tears  which  a  tender  sen- 
timent has  called  into  his  eyes  ?  Why  does 
he  hastily  close  and  bar  the  window  ?  Why 
does  he  go  and  unlock  the  rusty  horse-pistols 
from  their  place  above  the  chimney-piece  ? 
Why,  except  that  he  recognizes  In  the  stirring 
and  martial  air  the  war-cry  of  the  Children 
of  God  ! 

At  this   moment   the   stern  priest  who    had 


122  ASYLUM    CHRISTI. 

never  known  what  it  was  to  love  wife  or  child, 
never  felt  his  heart  go  forth  to  meet  the 
sympathy  of  one  that  sticketh  closer  than  a 
brother,  moved  away  with  his  favourite  in  his 
arms,  seeking  in  her  upturned  eyes  for  the 
affection  which  he  had  put  aside  as  unworthy 
of  his  calling  now  forty  years  or  more  ago* 

In  the  dungeons,  too,  they  had  heard  the 
welcome  strains  of  Goudimal's  hymn,  and  all  at 
once  the  pent-up  excitement  of  the  day  broke 
forth  in  feeble,  scrannel  voices,  as  they  took  up 
the  tune. 

Meanwhile,  a  column  of  men  about  fifty 
strong  had  reached  the  village*  They  were 
led  by  Laporte  and  Seguier ;  and  as  they 
passed  through  the  narrow  streets,  the  Inhabi- 
tants, mostly  old  men  and  women,  stood  at  the 
doors  and  waved  them  a  welcome.  About 
twenty  of  the  Camisards  were  armed  with  guns 
and  pistols  ;  the  rest  carried  scythes,  and 
hatchets,'  and  halberds.  As  they  crossed  the 
second  bridge  that  spans  the  Tarn,  and  came 
in  full  view  of  the  mission-house  and  the 
dungeons  in  which  were  confined  many  of  their 
nearest  kin,  the  singing  suddenly  ceased,  and 
they  halted  in  silence. 

Two  figures  separated  themselves  from  the 
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crowd,  easily  distinguishable  by  their  superior 
height.  Laporte,  the  massive,  brawny,  trumpet- 
voiced  blacksmith  of  Anduze^  and  Seguier,  the 
bony,  frenzied  prophet  of  Magistavols.  A  brief 
conference  ensued,  and  then  they  turned  sharp 
round  to  the  left  and  entered  the  garden  and 
terrace  of  the  arch-priest. 

''  Les  prisonniers  ! "  shouted  half  a  hundred 
voices  ;  and  far  up  the  valley,  the  sides  of  Lozere 
sent  back  the  cry,  a  little  less  fiercely  and  with 
somewhat  of  plaintive  echo,  "  Prisonniers  !  ". 

But  from  a  window  on  the  top  storey  the 
iron-grey  hairs  of  Du  Chayla  were  seen  to 
tremble  in  the  wind  as  he  shouted,  in  a  voice 
choked  with  emotion  of  mingled  anger  and 
fear,  ''  Back,  Huguenot  canaille  I  " 

And  now  to  the  shouts  of  the  rebels  were 
added  heavy  blows  with  hatchet  and  bludgeon 
upon  the  stout  oaken  door,  until  an  ecclesiastic 
appeared  at  the  window,  Le  Sieur  Roux, 
director  of  the  arch-priest's  school,  who  offered 
to  set  the  prisoners  at  liberty.  But  before  this 
could  be  effected,  the  Camisards,  having  seized 
the  trunk  of  a  tree  which  they  found  lying  in 
the  garden,  brought  it  to  bear  upon  the  door, 
which  yielded  with  a  sudden  crash  and  pre- 
cipitated a  dozen  of  them  Into  the  hall. 
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''  Les  ceps ! "  was  the  cry  now,  as  they 
gazed  upon  the  instrument  of  torture,  which 
Du  Chayla  had  invented  for  gospel  purposes. 
Three  mis.erable  creatures,  a  girl  and  two  young 
men,  had  just  been  released  from  it,  and  were 
being  conducted  to  the  door  when  it  gave  way 
to  the  rude  battering-ram. 

The  *'  squeezers "  consisted  of  a  beam,  split 
in  two,  with  vices  at  each  end  ;  arms  or  legs 
might  be  inserted  at  pleasure  in  the  slit  of  the 
beam,  and  if  the  poor  wretch  did  not  confess 
readily,  he  might  abide  therein  and  listen  to  the 
cracking  and  the  crunching  of  his  own  bones  ! 
It  had  been  invented  in  mercy ;  for  surely  it  is 
better  that  one's  shin-bone  should  be  splintered 
than  that  one's  soul  should  be  cast  into  hell  ! 
So,  doubtless,  reasoned  the  pious  Catholics.  So 
however,  did  not  reason  the  frantic  Calvinists 
who  gazed  upon  it,  for  they  smote  the  Sieur 
Roux  so  fell  a  blow  with  a  halberd  in  the 
small  of  the  back,  that  he  uttered  one  piercing 
cry,  and  fell  gasping  in  the  agony  of  death. 

Du  Chayla,  hearing  his  cry,  and  partly  ob- 
serving what  had  happened  from  the  upper 
landing  of  the  staircase,  bade  the  few  soldiers 
who  were  with  him  to  fire.  Two  Camisards 
fell  dead  in  the  hall. 
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Laporte,  who  had  been  seeing  to  the  safe 
removal  of  the  three  cripples — for  their  legs 
were  so  mangled  that  they  could  not  stand — 
now  returned,  and  thinking  that  the  arch-priest 
had  soldiers  sufficient  to  make  a  dangerous 
resistance,  shouted  to  his  followers,  "  Burn  the 
Priest  of  Baal  and  his  satellites  !  "  Then,  heap- 
ing together  the  soldiers'  straw  beds,  the  chairs, 
and  other  -combustibles,  the  Children  of  God 
set  the  whole  on  fire. 

But  the  prisoners  had  not  been  forgottei\  all 
this  time.  An  entrance  had  been  forced  at  the 
back  of  the  house,  and  a  party  headed  by  a 
woman  had  descended  the  stone  staircase, 
taking  with  them  one  of  the  servants  whom 
they  had  found  as  a  guide. 

As  they  broke  suddenly  into  the  stifling  and 
noisome  dens,  hasty  greetings  passed  ;  but  the 
chief  business  was  to  knock  away  the  staples 
that  held  the  iron  rings — no  easy  task  to  arms, 
even,  that  were  nerved  with  religious  frenzy  ; 
and  when  the  chains  were  off,  alas  !  the  captives 
had  to  be  carried  out  of  the  place  in  which  they 
had,  for  a  time  at  least,  lost  the  use  of  their 
limbs. 

But  there  was  one  prisoner  at  least  who  was 
in  no  need  of  help,  when  once  the  rusty  links 
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were  shivered  by  the  hammer  from  his  wrists 
and  ankles.  Henri,  seizing  upon  Philippe, 
caught  him  up  and  carried  him  into  the  garden, 
and  there,  beneath  the  sheher  of  an  oHve-tree, 
he  was  laying  him  tenderly,  when  a  woman's 
voice  at  his  side  made  him  turn  round. 

''  Bon  Dieu  !  is  it  possible — you,  Ethel !  " 

"  Eh,  quoi ! "  was  the  rejoinder,  "  Henri  Guil- 
lot,  as  I  live  !  '* 

Then  followed  a  few  hasty  words  of  explana- 
tion, ere  Henri,  leaving  Ethel  to  take  charge 
of  the  sick  boy,  rushed  off  in  the  direction  of 
the  house,  from  the  front  door  of  which  a  ruddy 
path  of  light  was  streaming  across  garden  and 
terrace,  and  dancing  on  the  windows  of  the 
houses  across  the  Tarn. 

"  Cheer  up,  dear ;  my  love,  you  are  rescued 
now  ;  all  is  well  at  last,"  said  Ethel,  trying  to 
force  some  wine  between  the  lips  of  the  fainting 
boy.  And  as  she  half  held  him  in  her  arms, 
Melqulon  came  by  and  offered  a  cordial,  with 
which  he  had  been  plying  the  other  prisoners. 

The  shouting  and  the  tumult  grew  more 
uproarious  as  the  flames  caught  the  roof  and 
began  licking  the  gable  ends  with  such  tongues 
as  a  dog  puts  forth  when  he  licks  forbidden 
meat,  and  desire  still  gets  the  better  of  discre- 
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tlon ;  and  now  and  then,  above  the  howling  of 
the  rebels,  and  the  crackling  of  the  timbers,  and 
the  hissing  of  the  flames,  a  sharp  detonation 
gave  evidence  that  the  besieged  were  bent  on 
selling  their  lives  as  dearly  as  possible. 

Ethel,  kneeling  on  the  gravel  walk  in  the 
shade  of  the  tree,  could  see  the  whole  affair  at 
once,  and  as  she  was  placed  opposite  an  angle 
of  the  house,  her  view  commanded  two  sides, 
The  upper  windows  were  now  reflecting  the 
glare  of  fire  which  had  already  climbed  the 
crazy  old  staircase  and  devoured  the  centre'  of 
the  house,  and  Ethel  and  Philippe — the  latter 
having  considerably  revived  after  Melqulon's 
cordial — were  looking  on  with  open  mouths, 
expressive  of  the  horrible  spell  which  enchained 
their  attention,  when  they  saw  a  window  at  the 
side  of  the  house  darken  with  a  man's  form  ; 
slowly,  as  if  letting  himself  down  by  his  bed- 
cords,  the  figure  descended  to  the  ground,  and 
made  for  a  corner  of  the  garden,  not  many  paces 
from  where  Philippe  and  Ethel  were  resting. 

'*  Ha,  c  est  lul,  le  monstre  \  "  whispered  Phi- 
lippe. 

But  at  this  moment  a  crowd  of  Camlsards 
approached  from  the  other  side,  yelling  round 
a  poor  trembling  servant  of  Du  Chayla'3,  ^tnd 
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turning  upon  his  cheek  the  muzzles  of  their 
muskets. 

Apparently  Laporte  had  just  been  consulting 
Seguler  as  to  the  fate  of  this  victim,  for  the 
prophet  signed  for  silence,  gazed  up  at  the  stars, 
and  trembled  as  one  possessed  ;  but  before  he 
could  come  at  the  result  of  his  ecstasy,  one  of 
the  lately  Imprisoned  gave  testimony  that  he 
had  treated  the  prisoners  kindly,  whereupon  the 
prophet,  putting  his  hands  on  the  head  of  the 
trembling  wretch,  cried,  *'  The  Holy  Spirit  wills 
that  we  pardon  him  provided  that  he  renounce 
Papism." 

While  this  was  going  on  Philippe  had  been 
trying  to  attract  the  attention  of  Laporte,  who 
now  stood  on  the  outskirts  of  the  crowd. 

"  What  Is  It,  mon  cher  ?  "  asked  Ethel. 

"  Ah  !  je  le  vols,  mes  freres,"  shouted  Phi- 
lippe ;  "  je  le  vols,  ce  persecuteur  des  Enfants  de 
DIeu ! " 

"Hush!"  said  Ethel;  "you  will  get  the 
wretch  slain." 

•"  Tant  mieux  ! "  murmured  the  boy,  with 
clenched  teeth,  "  he  has  been  the  cause  of  all 
our  misery.  Where  Is  Marie  ? — go  ask  him, 
Ethel ! " 

At  this  moment  a  sheet  of  red  flame  burst 
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out  above  the  roof,  and  the  dark  corners  of  the 
terrace  were  lit  up  as  by  the  most  brilHant 
illuminations  of  art.  There  crouched  the  arch- 
priest,  no  longer  concealed.  With  a  yell  of 
savage  delight  the  believers  in  irresistible  grace 
turned  upon  the  devoted  servant  of  the  Infal- 
lible Church  ;  but  the  latter,  seeing  his  desperate 
case,  clambered  over  the  low  stone  wall  and  let 
himself  drop  into  the  river  which  was  running 
below  amongst  the  great  round  boulders  that 
the  last  flood  had  left  in  the  rocky  bed.  A  long- 
drawn  *'Ah  ! "  burst  from  the  Camisards  balked 
of  their  prey. 

Ethel  and  Philippe  felt  an  impulse  that  they 
could  not  resist  drawing  them  to  the  wall 
There,  leaning  heavily  on  a  black  boulder,  knelt 
the  arch-priest,  the  water  welling  and  bubbling 
and  chafing  merrily  about  his  breast.  As  he 
tried  to  move,  a  groan  escaped  his  lips,  and  it 
was  noticed  that  one  leg  was  limp  and  useless. 
All  this  was  but  a  few  seconds  in  the  noting, 
for  at  once  half  a  dozen  fierce  zealots  had  scaled 
the  wall,  seized  the  priest^  and  drawn  him  out 
near  the  bridge,  where  was  a  little  place  a 
stone's-throw  from  the  mission-house.  Some 
of  the  Gamisards,  forming  in  a  circle  round  the 
prostrate  old  man,  who  lay  dripping  like  a  half- 
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drowned  rat,  began  to  threaten  him  with  repri- 
sals for  all  the  violence  which  he  had  done  their 
kinsmen,  when  the  gaunt  figure  of  Seguier 
again  appeared  on  the  scene. 

"  God  wills  not  the  death  of  a  sinner,"  he 
cried,  stepping  into  the  middle  of  the  group, 
"  but  that  he  should  turn  and  repent.  Let  us 
grant  him  his  life,  if  he  will  follow  us  and  per- 
form amongst  us  the  functions  of  a  minister  of 
the  Eternal." 

The  arch-priest  answered  bravely — 

"  Plutot  mourir  mille  fois — rather  death  a 
thousand  times ! " 

''  Eh  bien !  tu  mourras  done — thy  sin  is 
against  thee  !  "  replied  Seguier. 

The  arch-priest  looked  up  at  the  faces  that 
were  glaring  fiercely  upon,  him  ;  his  fortitude 
began  to  fail  him,  he  murmured  something 
about  "  Mercy." 

"  Non,  non !"  said  Seguier,  ''only  such  mercy 
as  you  have  shown  to  others  !  "  and  he  struck 
him  the  first  blow.     The  others  followed. 

"  This  for  my  father,  whom  you  racked  to 
death  !  "  said  one. 

''  This  for  my  brother,  whom  you  sent  to  the 
galleys  !  "  yelled  another. 

''  This  for  my  mother,  who  died  broken- 
hearted !  " 
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"  This  for  my  sister,  my  relatives,  my  friends 
in  exile,  in  prison,  in  misery ! " 

As  the  poor  old  man  lay  on  his  back,  pierced 
with  fifty-two  wounds,  a  bleeding  mass  hardly 
recognizable,  a  deep  voice  from  the  crowd 
rebuked  the  savage  cries  of  exultation  which 
were  greeting  Du  Chayla  s  fall — 

"  Peace,  mes  amis — peace  to  the  silent  dead  ! 
Let  us  not  judge  too  harshly  the  man  who  lies 
at  our  feet.  He  acted  honestly  under  orders 
from  his  ecclesiastical  superiors.  Brave,. but 
misguided  .servant  of  an  erring  Church,  we 
learn  by  thy  life  the  true  charity  of  the  religion 
of  the  pope — the  charity  of  devils  ! — we  learn 
by  thy  patient  death  to  devote  ourselves  to  the 
Religion  of  Christ.  Allons  !  let  us  bring  his 
body  to  the  gardens,  mes  amis." 

Many  a  dark  face  turned  wonderingly  upon 
the  speaker,  who  was  a  stranger  to  them ;  some 
whispered,  *'  Here  is  another  prophet  risen  up 
amongst  us  !  " 

But  Ethel  took  his  arm  and  said,  "  I  thank 
you,  Henri,  for  that  speech.  They  are  so  wild 
and  ruthless,  who  can  govern  them  ?  " 

Soon  after  this  Melquion's  humble  roof  was 
giving  shelter  to  Philippe  and  his  two  friends. 
From  the  upper  window  they  could  still  see 
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Seguler  and  his  comrades  kneeling  round  the 
httle  pile  of  corpses  on  the  terrace  ;  and  min- 
gling with  the  crackling  of  the  flames  and  the 
sullen  roar  of  the  river,  they  heard  the  wild 
pathetic  hymns  of  the  persecuted  Church. 
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CHAPTER  VIIL 

The  little  town  of  St.  Jean  du  Card  nestles 
reposefully  on  either  bank  of  the  brawling  qver 
Gardon,  the  valley  In  which  It  lies  being  almost 
two  miles  wide  where  the  mountains  recede  the 
farthest,  and  what  is  unusual  in  the  Cevennes, 
green  meadows,  rich  with  luxuriant  grass  and 
trees  of  the  oak  and  chestnut,  almond  and 
mulberry,  flourish  and  make  the  valley  laugh 
and  sing  with  fatness.  But  the  town  Itself  hath 
unsavoury  ways  to  one  who  walks  through  the 
narrow,  ill-built  streets  and  steps  inadvertently 
in  the  sluggish  stream  that  rolls  darkly  down 
the  centre  of  the  road,  asserting  itself,  without 
disguise  or  hypocritic  attempts  at  purity,  as  the 
drain  and  general  sewer  of  the  district.  Did 
they  not  catch  fevers,  these  old  seventeenth 
century  worthies  ?  Ask  their  descendants  of 
to-day  ;  for   though   times  have  changed,  such 
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manners  have  not,  and  evil  smells  are  still  left 
for  the  strong*  winds  of  Providence  to  sweep 
away.  What,  they  seem  to  say,  would  Provi- 
dence have  left  to  do  if  officious  mortals  should 
meet  mischance  at  every  point  with  the  shield 
of  science  ?  ''  Non,  non  !  chacun  a  son  metier, 
and  it  is  the  function  of  Providence  to  blow 
away  evil  smells." 

The  good  hostelry  of  "  Le  Cheval  Blanc  " 
stands  on  the  right  side  of  the  main  street  as 
you  go  south.  It  is  a  large  and  pretentious 
building  outside — once,  perhaps,  the  chateau  of 
some  rich  seigneur ;  but  when  you  enter  the 
narrow  passage  which  does  duty  for  a  hall, 
and  feel  your  feet  performing  strange  upward, 
downward,  and  lateral  irregularities  of  motion 
as  you  pass  along  the  stone  flooring,  you  know 
that  you  have  committed  your  person  to  the 
tender  mercies  of  a  French  aubergiste. 

Here  it  was  that  Ethel  and  Philippe  and 
Henri  had  been  conducted  on  the  day  after  the 
attack  on  Pont  de  Montvert,  for  "  Le  Cheval 
Blanc  "  belonged  to  Melqulon's  family,  of  which 
he  was  now  the  eldest  male  representative,  and 
he  was  now  living  in  St.  Jean  du  Card,  as  the 
arrival  of  royal  troops  from  the  south  promised 
to  enliven  business  in  that  usually  sleepy  town. 
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The  bed-rooms — of  which  there  was  a  large 
choice — were  not  all  what  you  would  call  best 
bed-rooms,  inasmuch  as  some  of  them  were 
devoted  to  the  storing  of  hay,  straw,  wheat, 
oats,  chaff,  and  other  such  articles  of  merchan- 
dize as  might  be  required  for  the  stabling  and 
maintaining  of  the  stage-coach  horses  and  the 
two  bob-tailed  veterans  who  ran  on  an  emer- 
gency in  Melquion's  yellow  cabriolet. 

But  things  are  not  always  what  they  seem  ; 
and  the  little  piercing  black  eyes  of  Melquion 
would  twinkle  with  mischievous  glee  when 
some  fat  priest,  as  he  passed  along  the  corridor, 
would  compliment  mine  host  of  the  White 
Horse  on  his  goodly  store  of  provender  :  for 
if  you  worked  your  way  some  six  feet  through 
the  straw,  you  would  come  to  a  little  door,  and 
thereby  at  as  snug  a  chamber  as  Huguenot 
need  wish  to  inhabit.  And  in  two  such  were 
lodged  Ethel  and  her  two  protectors,  though 
we  must  not  forget  to  mention  that  Maintenon 
had  the  honour  of  sharing  Ethel's  chamber. 
When  the  attack  from  Bouges  was  resolved  on, 
the  mastiff  was  left  behind  in  a  village,  lest  his 
zeal  should  run  beyond  his  discretion  ;  for,  as 
had  been  guessed,  the  dog  had  followed  the 
trail  until  he  came  to  the  village  in  which  the 
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Camisards   were    resting    until    the    time    for 
marching  should  arrive. 

Father  Beretti  was  sent  off  at  night-fall  on 
Sunday  to  Mialet,  carefully  guarded.  After 
some  trouble  Ethel  had  persuaded  Seguier  that 
he  would  be  a  useful  prisoner,  in  case  an  ex- 
change should  be  desired  ;  for  this  and  for  no 
other  reason  his  life  was  spared. 

''  Kill  all  the  priests  of  Baal "  was  now  the 
word ;  "  pull  down  their  altars,  trample  on  their 
graven  images  ! "  was  the  cry,  as  the  Camisards 
went  from  village  to  village  with  axe  and  fire. 

Several  days  had  now  passed  since  the  little 
party  from  Pont  de  Montvert  had  been  in  re- 
treat, reading  or  playing  dominoes  during  the 
day,  strolling  on  \\x^  place  at  the  back  of  the  inn 
on  moonlit  nights ;  now  musing  by  the  banks  of 
the  gliding  Gardon,  now  gazing  wistfully  at  the 
distant  hills,  and  half  sorry  they  had  not  cast 
in  their  lot  with  Seguier  and  followed  him  in 
his  devastating  career. 

One  evening,  when  Henri  was  sitting  down- 
stairs in  the  common  room  which  served  for 
kitchen,  dining-room,  and  parlour,  dressed,  as 
he  usually  was  now,  in  an  old  suit  of  naval 
uniform,  and  sipping  a  hot  decoction  of  sour 
wine,    sugar,  and   ginger,    two   officers   of   thQ 
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escadrons  rouges  entered  and  seated  themselves 
at  his  table.  They  raised  their  hats  on  seeing  a 
naval  officer  present,  and  were  not  long  before 
they  put  a  string  of  questions  as  to  his  ap- 
pearing in  so  strange  a  quarter. 

After  Henri  had  with  more  ingenuity  than 
truth  satisfied  these  booted  youngsters^  he  in 
his  turn  examined  them  on  their  part  in  the 
late  outbreak.  And  as  they  proceeded  to  narrate 
the  events  of  the  last  few  days,  Melquion,  who 
stood  at  a  dresser  in  the  corner  near  the  stove, 
pounding  and  flavouring  a  savoury  mess  of 
potage  and  habited  in  a  long  white  pinafore 
from  chin  to  toes,  might  have  been  observed  to 
hit  wildly  and  awry,  and  even  occasionally  to 
pause  with  arm  arrested  and  mouth  expanded, 
as  the  officer  told  his  tale  ;  for  as  yet  the  news 
had  not  travelled  to  St.  Jean  du  Gard. 

''  He  bien,  monsieur  !  my  friend  and  I  were 
riding  in  Captain  Poul's  troop  ;  we  were  on  our 
way  to  Florae,  when  we  heard  that  Seguier  and 
his  band  had  gone  to  the  east,  so  we  turned  off 
and  came  up  with  them  at  Font  Morte.  Les 
miserables !  they  were  lying  down  in  the  broom 
which  covers  the  hill-side.  At  sight  of  us  one  of 
their  sentinels  fired  olT  his  carbine,  awoke  his 
friends  (for  the  rascals  were  all  sound  asleep), 
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and  In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  they  scattered 
and  fled,  after  firing  a  few  wild  shots  in  our 
direction." 

"It  was  fortunate  you  startled  them  by  so 
sudden  a  surprise,"  said  Henri. 

"  Well !  we  spurred  after  the  beggars,  cutting 
them  down  right  and  left  like  so  many  bul- 
rushes, till  we  carhe  upon  Seguler,  who  was 
trying  to  rally  his  men.  But  it  was  no  use.;  he 
was  taken  prisoner  and  brought  to  Florae." 

While  the  younger  officer  thus  jauntily  de- 
scribed the  fight,  his  elder  companion  was 
drinking  his  potage ;  he  now  wiped  his  mouth 
and  added,  with  a  grave  air — 

"  Oui,  oui  ;  I  was  sorry  for  him,  monsieur.  In 
all  the  German  campaigns  I  have  gone  through, 
I  never  saw  so  desperate  a  defence  as  his  was. 
Mon  Dieu  !  I  have  no  stomach  for  hunting  down 
my  own  countrymen,  because  they  happen  to  be 
crazy  about  religion.  (Ah  !  vous  etes  tres-bon. 
Monsieur  Melqulon,  je  prendrai  le  roti.)  Mais, 
voyez-vous,  when  the  judge  at  Florae  asked 
why  he  was  called  Esprit  SeguIer^ — ■'  Because 
the  Spirit  of  God  is  in  me '  quoth  he.  '  Your 
abode,  sirrah  ? '  salth  the  judge.  '  In  the 
desert,  and  shortly  in  heaven.'  'Ask  pardon 
of  the  king.'     '  We  have  no  other  king  but  the 
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Eternal,'  salth  the  fanatic.  Then  asked  the 
judge  sternly,  *  Have  you  no  feeling  of  remorse 
for  your  crimes  ? '  'My  soul,'  saith  he,  casting 
his  eyes  upward,  'is  as  a  garden  of  roses  full  of 
shady  groves,  and  of  peaceful  fountains.'  Some 
of  my  comrades  laughed  at  this  hyperbole, 
but,  ventrebleu !  there  was  something  in  the 
fellow's  faith  and  calm  tranquillity  which  sad- 
dened me." 

''  Take  another  bottle  of  wine.  Monsieur  le 
Capitaine,"  said  Melquion,  soothingly. 

The  younger  officer  now  broke  in,  saying, 
"  It  was  my  duty  to  escort  Seguier  to  Pont  de 
Montvert,  where  he  was  sentenced  to  die.  We 
formed  a  hollow  square  on  the  little  place  by 
the  stone  bridge  :  the  poor  wretch  never  flinched 
while  the  executioner  chopped  off  his  hands  at 
the  wrist ;  and  when  we  set  fire  to  the  faggots, 
he  lifted  up  his  head  and  cried  through  the 
smoke  to  the  people,  who  stood  by  weeping, 
'  Brethren,  wait  and  hope  in  the  Eternal.  The 
desolate  Carmel  shall  yet  revive,  and  the  soli- 
tary Lebanon  shall  blossom  as  the  rose.'  Strange 
fanaticism ! " 

"  Strange  thing,  messieurs  ! "  said  Melquion, 
coming  forward  with  a  salad  and  a  side  of  a 
veteran  hen ;    "  strange  thing  indeed  that  the 
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Gospel  of  Love  should   set  Christians  killing 
one  another ! " 

"Jesus  est  venu  mettre  le  feu  et  la  division 
sur  la  terre,"  said  an  old  priest,  who  had  lately 
entered,  and  now  sat  near  the  stove  warming 
his  hands  and  occasionally  rubbing  them  with 
satisfaction*. 

"So  it  seems!"  replied  Henri,  in  a  tone  so 
caustic  that  the  two  officers  looked  at  one  another 
and  at  the  priest  with  a  significant  elevation  of 
the  eyebrow. 

Melquion  hastened  to  clear  away  the  sus- 
picion, "  Ah  !  morbleu  !  ces  officiers  de  la  marine, 
they  are  ever  atheists." 

That  night  Seguier's  martyrdom  was  the 
theme  on  which  the  three  friends  meditated  in 
Melquion's  pretended  granaries  before  they 
retired  to  rest.  It  seemed  now  as  if  the  move- 
ment had  been  crushed.  They  were  sad  and 
dispirited,  not  knowing  what  to  do  or  whither 
to  flee,  when  a  step  was  heard  outside  in  the 
corridor.  Maintenon  was  at  the  door  in  a 
moment,  drawing  deep  inspirations  from  the 
chink  at  the  bottom. 

"  All  is  well,  he  wao^s  his  tail,"  cried  Ethel. 

The  next  moment  Melquion  presented  him- 
self, carrying  in  his  hand  an  open  letter.     "A 
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messaofe  from  the  colonel  of  the  Children  of 
God,  mes  amis.  Laporte  is  elected  our  chief 
He  bids  me  tell  you  that  in  the  caves  of  Mialet 
there  is  a  welcome  waiting  you.  La  grande 
Marie  is  there  making  all  things  ready.  I 
think  it  will  be  mademoiselle  s  safest  retreat  till 
the  winter  is  over ;  and,  messieurs,  your  counsel 
will  be  of  service  in  the  good  cause." 

"If  our  counsel  is  not,  at  least  our  hands 
shall  be,"  said  Henri. 

*'  Spoken  like  a  Norman !  "^  said  Melquion. 
**  Then  to-morrow  night  you  shall  set  out.  I 
would  provide  a  horse  for  mademoiselle,  but  I 
know  it  would  be  safer  to  go  afoot ;  and  in  two 
hours  or  more  you  will  be  there." 

The  preparations  for  the  journey  were  com- 
pleted long  befpre  the  time  for  starting,  and 
Philippe,  who  had  now  almost  recovered  from 
the  effects  of  the  arch-priest's  dungeons,  im- 
patiently watched  the  stars  coming  out  over  the 
hills  to  the  south.  A  sturdy  peasant-boy  was 
ready  to  guide  them  over  the  sandy  range  of 
furze-clad  hills;  and  as  soon  as  Melquion  thought 
it  safe,  he  let  them  out  by  a  side  door  and 
wished  them  God-speed. 

St.  Jean  du  Gard  was  asleep  when  they  trod 
the  unpaved  street ;   not  a  light  twinkled  in  a 
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single  window,,  but  they  were  glad  when  they 
turned  off  to  the  left  and  gained  the  lonely 
valley.  Malntenon,  too,  was  in  high  spirits, 
and  bounded  hither  and  thither  in  all  the  elastic 
freedom  of  youth.  Once  across  the  plain,  they 
had  to  ascend  a  rocky  path  which  wound  along 
the  hill-side — now  shut  in  by  pine-trees,  whose 
roots  tripped  them  up  in  the  starlight ;  now  ex- 
posed to  a  cutting  wind  which  blew  down  the 
narrow  gorge  from  Mialet.  They  were  glad 
when  at  last  they  came  to  an  old  bridge  and 
learnt  that  Mialet  was  but  a  stone's  throw  to 
the  right.  The  guide,  however,  led  them  a  few 
hundred  paces  to  the  left  by  the  side  of  the 
river,  and  stopping  at  the  foot  of  a  bluff  lime- 
stone cliff,  said,  "  Nous  voici." 

**  Where  ? "  said  his  conipanions,  looking 
about  rather  bewildered. 

''  II  faut  monter."  And  the  boy  led  the  way 
over  some  loose  stones. 

Five  minutes'  steep  clirnbing  brought  then)  to 
a  ledge  of  rocks  about  four  inches  wide, 

*'  Take  care  ! "  remarked  the  guide,  as  he 
sidled  along  the  narrow  ledge.  A  root,  a  stump, 
a  bit  of  furze,  were  in  turn  pointed  out  as  con- 
venient aids  to  progress  ;  and  when  at  length 
they  reached  the  bare,  smooth  cliff,  their  cheeks 
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were  glowing,  and  their  breathing  was  accele- 
rated by  the  exertion. 

"  The  sword  of  the  Lord,"  cried  the  guide, 
after  feeling  about  the  blank  wall  of  rock  for  a 
tiny  aperture,  to  which  he  put  his  mouth. 

"  The  sword  of  the  Lord,"  said  a  voice 
from  within,  sleepily ;  and  at  the  same  moment 
a  square  stone  disengaged  itself  from  the  cliff 
and  fell  inwards.  There  was  a  little  noise  of 
scraping  and  pushing,  and  another  stone  larger 
than  the  first  was  withdrawn  by  some  person 
within,  when  the  guide,  beckoning  with  his 
hand,  led  the  way,  scrambling  through  the 
narrow  fissure  in  the  rocky  wall  of  Roland's 
cave,  as  it  was  afterwards  called. 

They  found  themselves  in  a  long  and  lofty 
vault,  scarcely  redeemed  from  darkness  by  a 
torch  which  sputtered  and  cast  a  sickly  light  on 
the  rude  wall,  into  which  it  had  been  stuck.  A 
villainous-looking  fellow  in  a  blouse  and  trousers 
of  sacking  was  replacing  the  stones  in  the  wall 
through  which  they  had  entered,  and  as  he  did 
so  Henri  and  Philippe  lent  their  assistance, 
remarking  with  surprise  the  nice  adjustment  by 
which  they  were  fitted  into  what  seemed  to  be 
the  natural  rock,  but  which  was,  in  reality,  a 
piece  of  masonry,     At  either  side  they  noticed 
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two  culverins  charged,  and  ready  for  action  at 
a  moment's  notice ;  but  the  peasant-sentinel 
promptly  took  up  the  torch,  and  led  them  further 
into  the  cave.  After  the  entrance-hall  the  rocks 
suddenly  draw  near,  leaving  barely  space  enough 
for  two  to  walk  abreast,  and  suddenly  open  out 
again,  revealing  a  lofty,  dome-shaped  cavern, 
about  forty  feet  high,  and  from  which  various 
narrow  passages  branch  out  into  the  heart  of  the 
mountain.  Here  their  conductor  paused  and 
said — 

''  There  is  only  Andre  Castanet  here  in  com- 
mand now ;  if  you  have  news  of  importance  to 
communicate  I  will  wake  him,  or  if  not,  I  will 
take  you  where  you  may  lie  on  some  clean 
straw." 

The  allusion  to  "  clean  straw,"  uttered  some- 
what grandiloquently,  raised  a  smile  on  the  lips 
of  the  weary  travellers,  though  even  straw  was 
acceptable  enough  to  the  houseless.  Henri 
replied — 

''  The  colonel  of  the  Children  of  God  bids 
us  seek  shelter  here ;  we  have  brought  a 
demoiselle,  who  much  needs  good  rest,  and  we 
shall  be  much  obliged  to  you  if  you  will 
acquaint  La  grande  Marie  of  our  arrival." 

The  porter   instantly  made  a  sign  of  intelli- 
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gence,  and  clambered  up  a  steep  and  rickety 
ladder  into  the  dark  abysses  of  the  dome.  A 
few  minutes  passed,  and  he  returned  with  an 
invitation  to  Ethel  to  ascend  the  ladder.  With 
a  merry  "  Bon  soir  "  she  tripped  up  the  crazy 
staircase,  and  Henri  and  Philippe  passed  Into 
an  inner  chamber,  where  they  soon  fell  asleep 
on  the  promised  straw. 

As  for  Ethel,  she  had  scarcely  reached  the 
topmost  rung-  of  the  ladder  when  a  plump  hand 
seized  hers,  and  a  strong  arm  drew  her  into  a 
small  cavern,  dimly  lit  with  a  plne-torcK,  but 
hung  all  round  with  skins  and  furs,  and  looking 
very  comfortable.  She  hardly  knew  If  It  were 
man  or  woman,  but  something  wrapped  In  furs, 
and  of  majestic  height,  clear  complexion,  and 
dark  lustrous  eyes,  folded  her  to  its  bosom,  and 
kissing  her,  bade  her  welcome  in  tones  that 
smelt  vilely  of  garlic. 


VOL.  III. 
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•   CHAPTER  IX. 

The  fatigues  of  the  night  walk  kept  Ethel's 
eyes  closed  until  long  past  the  peep  of  day,  and 
when  she  awoke  her  companion  had  flown,  and 
her  glance  rested  upon  the  wolf-skins  and  goat- 
skins that  covered  the  ragged  walls  of  the  cave 
with  a  first  feeling  of  wonder  and  bewilderment. 
Her  mind  went  back,  like  a  fox-hound  running 
heel  on  his  old  footsteps  when  he  has  lost  the 
scent  for  a  moment,  upon  the  weird  chambers 
of  the  abbey  fortress  of  St.  Michel,  slipping 
back  further  to  the  haunted  room  in  the  Chateau 
de  I'Esprit,  then  seeming  to  rock  once  more  in 
the  narrow  cabin  of  the  boat  which  carried  her 
to  Havre,  till  all  at  once  her  mind  recovered 
its  waking  powers,  and  the  events  of  the  last 
evening  rose  up  into  consciousness. 

Her  toilet  was  somewhat  rudely  and   hypo- 
thetically  made  by  the  light  of  a  narrow  slit  in 
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the  rock  which  served  for  a  window,  In  the 
natural  framework  of  which  grew  the  yellow 
wall-flower,  now  decaying  into  winters  more 
modest  green,  and  through  which,  as  she  put 
her  face  to  the  chink,  she  could  see  the  road 
across  the  river  by  which  she  had  come  the  night 
before,  and  the  distant  hills,  still  with  their 
white  7^obe  de  7unt  tangled  about  their  nether 
limbs. 

But  as  she  mused  and  admired  the  prospect, 
a  voice  cried  after  her.  She  stepped  out  and 
found  herself  in  a  narrow  passage,  one  end  of 
which  she  saw  led  to  the  ladder  hanging  to  the 
roof  of  the  great  dome.  She  followed  the 
voice  to  the  other  end,  and  suddenly  came  upon 
La  grande  Marie,  looking  charmingly  beautiful 
in  her  dark -green  bodice,  and  gold  pendants, 
and  busily  employed  in  setting  out  a  sub- 
stantial ddjeuner  on  the  floor  of  the  chamber, 
with  plump  milk-white  arms  bared  above  the 
elbow. 

After  the  first  exchange  of  compliments  had 
passed,  and  Ethel  had  learnt  that  Henri  and 
Philippe  and  Castanet,  with  young  Cavalier 
just  arrived,  were  expected  to  breakfast,  she 
inquired  if  Father  Beretti  were  not  at  Mialet. 

"  Eh  quoi !  "  said  the  prophetess,  her  large 
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black  eyes  growing  big  with  surprise  ;  "  have 
you  not  heard  that  he  escaped  en  route  ?  " 

''  Escaped  ? " 

'*  Oui,  oui !  by  some  black  art  the  monster 
eluded  his  guards  on  the  way,  though  he  was 
strapped  to  the  horse  he  rode.  See!  What 
comes  here  ?  " 

Maintenon  rushed  in,  wagging  his  tail  all 
round  at  the  sight  of  the  goodly  viands.  After 
him  came  the  others,  preceded  by  Castanet  and 
his  frowsy  brown  wig  ;  and  Cavalier,  like  young 
David,  as  he  was  often  called,  brought  up  the 
rear,  his  long  fair  hair  floating  over  his  shoulders, 
his  blue  eyes  bright,  and  his  cheeks  aglow  with 
the  morning's  ride — he  had  just  conveyed  some 
wounded  to  the  cavern. 

And  now  it  seemed  likely  that  Ethel  and 
La  grande  Marie  would  have  plenty  to  do  in 
nursing  the  sick,  who  had  already  been  be- 
stowed below  in  a  spacious  cavern  known  here- 
after as  the  hospital. 

But  as  they  sit  on  the  clean  straw  this 
morning,  round  the  viands  brought  by  faithful 
villagers  and  prepared  by  the  prophetess  and 
the  wife  of  Mazel,  the  involuntary  wearer  of 
sackcloth  who  guarded  the  entrance  to  the 
caves,  there  are  many  questions  to  be  asked 
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with  full  hearts,  and  much  news  to  be  rendered 
from  full  mouths  ;  and  Andre  Castanet  himself 
suspends  his  theological  argument  to  listen  to 
the  baker's  apprentice  of  Anduze,  as  he  tells 
with  something  of  boyish  glee  the  story  of  the 
last  week's  campaigning. 

And  Philippe's  heart  yearned  towards  Jean 
Cavalier,  and  he  could  not  take  his  eyes  off 
that  face,  radiant  with  all  the  ruddy  sunshine  of 
hopeful,  healthy  youthfulness ;  and  silently  con- 
trasting his  own  superior  parentage  witji  the 
humble  surroundings  of  this  Nature's  gentle- 
man, he  thought  to  himself,  "  Mais  lui,  il 
est  plein  de  noblesse."  But  young  Cavalier 
was  free  from  all  ambitious  thoughts  as  yet ; 
his  only  purpose  in  life  was  to  fight  in  defence 
of  the  persecuted  brethren  against  the  armies 
of  the  fanatical  king,  nor  had  his  imagination 
travelled  but  a  stone's  throw  on  that  path  of 
glory  which  in  after  years  led  him  to  the . 
rank  of  major-general  in .  the  army  of  Eng- 
land, and  to  the  proud  position  of  Governor 
of  Jersey. 

He  told  them  this  morning  how,  after  Se- 
guier's  death,  the  chiefs  of  the  party  met  to  deter- 
mine what  was  to  be  done,  and  how,  when  the 
greater  number  were  for  escaping  across  the 
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frontier  into  Switzerland,  Laporte  roused  them 
by  a  stirring  appeal,  adding  that  it  were  nobler 
to  die  by  the  sword  than  by  the  rack  or  the 
gallows  ;  and  how,  with  one  voice,  the  assembly 
shouted,  "  Be  our  chief !  it  is  the  will  of  the 
Eternal ! " 

He  told  them,  too,  of  Roland  Laporte,  his 
nephew,  who  was  passing  from  village  to  village, 
stirring  the  people  by  his  martial  eloquence 
to  come  to  the  help  of  their  brethren  in  the 
mountains. 

"  I  heard  him  once,"  said  Cavalier.  '*  He  bade 
them  follow  him  to  the  Cevennes.  No  country/' 
said  he,  **is  better  suited  for  wan  We  have 
the  hill-tops  for  camps,  gorges  for  ambuscades, 
woods  to  rally  in,  caves  to  hide  in,  and  in  case 
of  flight,  secret  tracks  trodden  only  by  the 
mountain  goat.  All  the  people  there  are  your 
brethren,  who  will  throw  open  their  cabins  to 
you,  and  share  their  bread  and  milk,  and  the 
flesh  of  their  sheep,  with  you,  while  the  forests 
will  supply  you  with  chestnuts.  And  what  is 
there  to  fear  ?  Did  not  God  nourish  His  chosen 
people  with  manna  in  the  desert  ?  And  does 
He  not  renew  His  miracles  day  by  day  ?  Will 
not  His  Spirit  descend  upon  His  afflicted  chil- 
dren ?     He  consoles  us,  He  strengthens  us,  He 
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calls  us  to  arms  ;  He  will  cause  His  angels  to 
march  before  us !  As  for  me,  I  am  an  old 
soldier,  and  will  do  my  duty  !  " 

A  deep  murmur  accompanied  Cavalier's 
concluding  words,  for  the  tone  of  faith  and 
feeling  which  characterized  the  boy's  speech 
had  broken  up  the  fountains  of  the  great  deep 
which  lie  hid  in  every  truly  human  soul.  They 
remained  silent  for  a  few  moments,  then  La 
grande  Marie  stood  up  and  prayed  for  strength 
and  wisdom  and  holiness,  the  rest  bending 
their  heads  as  the  mellow  voice  of  the  pro- 
phetess uttered  for  them  these  solemn  prompt- 
ings of  the  heart. 

It  was  the  first  time  that  Henri  had  expe- 
rienced the  full  power  of  those  words,  ''  Where 
two  or  three  are  gathered  together  in  My  name 
there  am  I  in  the  midst  of  them."  He  seemed 
to  have  been  rapt  far  back  into  the  days  of 
Israel's  simple  faith.  He  felt  an  influence  at 
work  within  him  which  was  nerving  his  arms 
with  a  strange  vigour,  and  making  his  blood 
gallop  through  his  veins  with  new  alacrity.  To 
feel  that  he  was  about  to  fight  in  defence  of 
poor  villagers  who  loved  God  better  than  the 
king,  to  strike  a  blow  for  justice,  for  freedom 
of  conscience,  for  a  living   religion  against  a 
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moribund  superstition,  for  the  growth  of  true 
and  honest  principles  in  the  ages  to  be,  as 
against  the  hide-bound  humour  of  a  synod  of 
ecclesiastics — surely  this  was  something  better 
than  the  phantom  of  an  earthly  love  which  had 
hitherto  acted  as  his  prevailing  motive.  Yes, 
he  felt  it  so  just  now,  as  he  called  the  Almighty 
Father  to  associate  with  him  in  his  new  work. 
It  was  higher,  more  unselfish,  gave  a  deeper 
meaning  to  his  life,  recognized  for  the  first  time 
the  truth  that  the  future  is  greater  than  the 
present.  So,  then,  the  little  goddess  was  dis- 
placed from  the  throne  of  honour  in  Henri's 
heart ;  but  when  her  image  shortly  reappeared 
there,  set  in  a  humbler  position,  she  did  not 
seem  to  him  less  lovely.  No  ;  she  was  placed 
now  where  the  light  of  heaven  illuminated  her 
presence,  instead  of  standing  where  she  had 
blocked  out  those  necessary  rays. 

And  Ethel,  as  she  bent  over  the  sick  and  the 
wounded,  carried  a  new  joy  in  her  heart.  She, 
too,  had  seldom  acted  under  any  feeling  higher 
than  good-nature  and  kind-heartedness  ;  it  had 
needed  the  sense  of  peril,  of  strength  perfected 
in  weakness,  as  witnessed  in  these  Camisard 
prophets,  and  of  suffering  endured  in  the  name 
of  Him  of  Nazareth,  to  kindle  that  deeper  love 
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which  absorbs  all   other  loves  without  annihi- 
lating them. 

And  so  these  two  were  awakened  from  their 
respective  lethargies,  not  all  at  once,  but  gradu- 
ally, and  after  many  fightings  within  :  Henri, 
from  his  irreligion,  bre'd  of  intellectual  scepticism, 
Ethel  from  her  coldness  and  unrealij;y,  born  of 
moral  tranquillity.  The  one  had  seen  no  need 
for  a  God  to  stand  at  the  head  of  a  self-sus- 
taining universe,  the  other  had  felt  no  heart- 
commotion  that  needed  the  divine  injunction, 
*'  Peace,  be  still ! "  The  former  had  been  intel- 
lectually, the  latter  morally  self-sustaining,  self- 
contained  ;  and  now  the  little  spark  had  been 
fired  ;  '  Tua  res  agitur,  cum  proximus  ardet,'  is 
fortunately  true  of  religious  enthusiasm.  Many 
a  cold  heart  will  catch  fire  when  his  neighbours' 
are  aglow !  And  amongst  all  the  ignorant 
fanaticism  and  misapplied  scriptural  knowledge 
that  characterized  the  Camisards,  it  was  im- 
possible not  to  feel  that  they  had  a  just  cause 
for  rising  in  rebellion ;  it  was  impossible  not  to 
sympathize  with  the  father  who  snatched  up 
his  pike  or  hatchet  when  all  his  dear  little  ones 
were  stolen  from  his  hearth  to  be  brought  up 
by  strangers,  or  with  the  son  for  fighting  against 
the  soldiers  who  had  carried  his  parents  away 
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for  attending  an  assembly — his  father  to  the 
galleys,  his  mother  to  the  tower  of  Constance, 
by  the  stagnant  marshes  of  Aiguemortes — or 
with  the  mother  who  was  pronounced  to  be  no 
wife  because  a  pasteur  and  not  a  priest  had 
joined  her  in  wedlock  to  the  man  she  loved,  or 
with  all  those  who,  witnessing  the  agony  of 
preachers  as  their  limbs  were  racked  or  broken 
on  the  wheel,  vowed  vengeance  against  this 
pitiless  devil-worship  of  Church  Unity,  and  sped 
from  one  papistical  village  to  another,  spreading 
desolation  and  ruin  in  the  name  of  the  God  of 
Battles!. 

To  Henri  and  Philippe,  as  they  talked  it  over 
in  the  caves  of  Mialet,  the  conduct  of  these 
Southern  Huguenots  seemed  more  brave  and 
noble  than  that  of  the  Normans,  who  sought  to 
escape  compulsory  conversion  by  exiling  them- 
selves. They  applauded  the  speech  of  Laporte, 
as  Cavalier  had  reported  it. 

"  Brethren,"  he  had  said,  "  why  depart  into 
the  land  of  the  stranger  ?  Have  we  not  a 
country  of  our  own,  the  country  of  our  fathers  ? 
It  is,  you  say,  a  country  of  slavery  and  death  ! 
Well,  free  it,  and  deliver  your  oppressed 
brethren  ! " 

There  was  an  heroic  ring  about  this  which 
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fell  In  with  the  humour  of  the  two  friends,  and 
they  quite  resolved  to  attach  themselves  to 
Laporte's  chosen  band.  Nor  was  resistance  so 
•hopeless  in  a  country  tangled  with  impassable 
glens  and  mountain  forests,  whereas  in  Nor- 
mandy the  king's  troops  could  have  followed 
up  and  dispersed  any  band  of  Huguenots  who 
had  dared  to  take  up  arms  ;  and  the  natives 
of  the  Cevennes  had  little  to  lose  except  a 
squalid  cabin,  whereas  the  Huguenots  of  the 
north  were  mainly  well-to-do  people  of  the  up^er 
and  middle  classes.  And  while  in  Northern 
France  the  strong  admixture  of  educated  laity 
in  the  counsels  of  the  Protestant  Church  gave  a 
tone  of  moderation  to  the  general  feeling,  in 
Languedoc  and  in  the  Cevennes  very  few  of 
the  aristocracy  joined  the  movement ;  and  when 
the  pasteurs  were  chased  away  or  hanged,  the 
Protestant  Church  was  left  under  the  guidance 
of  the  half-educated  and  the  most  fanatical  of 
its  members,  and  the  ravings  of  hysterical  girls 
were  accepted  as  voices  from  heaven. 

So  Henri  and  Philippe  went  away  with 
Cavalier,  to  rejoin  the  camp  of  the  Eternal. 
And  Ethel  found  the  days  slip  by  quickly 
enough  as  she  tended  the  poor  suiferers  In  the 
caves,  and  often,  as  she  sat  gazing  out  upon  the 
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river  beneath,  her  thoughts  dwelt  upon  her  lost 
friend,  Marie  de  Cornelli.  Was  she  lost  to 
them  for  ever  ?  and  would  Henri  Guillot  never 
make  her  his  bride  ?  and  if  not,  whom  would  he 
choose  ?  But  when  her  dreaming  took  such  a 
turn  as  that,  she  would  rise  suddenly  and  frown 
at  herself,  and  call  herself  a  little  fool,  and  do 
some  small  penance  to  quiet  her  beating  heart, 
perform  some  menial  service  for  the  sick  below. 
But  somehow,  if  Du  Hamel  had  pressed  his 
suit  now,  he  would  have  had  small  chance  of 
success,  and  yet  Ethel  would  have  despised-  her- 
self if  she  could  have  thought  it  possible  that 
she  should  supplant  Marie  in  Henri's  affections. 

The  truth  is,  a  girl,  if  she  be  worth  anything, 
must  have  love  ;  and  if  her  heart  be  sound  she 
cannot  help  preferring  the  more  worthy  to  the 
less.  But  if  her  bosom  friend  should  prefer  the 
same  worthy  lover,  is  she  bound  to  sacrifice  her 
love  in  favour  of  the  girl  who  appears  first  in 
the  field,  or  is  the  selfishness  of  love  a  virtue  ? 

"  See  ! "  said  the  prophetess,  one  evening  as 
they  sat  together ;  "  how  smoothly  glides  the 
Gardon  d'Anduze — so  our  lives  pass  away  !  " 

"  Nay,"  replied  Ethel ;  "  a  few  paces  further 
on,  and  the  waters  fret  and  fume  over  resisting 
pebbles — so  comes  the  struggle  of  life  ! " 
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CHAPTER  X. 

The  brave  leader  of  the  Children  of  God  had 
won  more  than  one  hard-fought  battle,  when 
one  day,  as  the  indomitable  Captain  Poul  sur- 
prised him  on  the  western  Gardon,  a  musket- 
shot  brought  him  down.  Seguier  had  been 
chief  for  six  days,  Laporte  for  barely  two 
months. 

Whilst  Count  Broglie  and  the  Intendant 
of  Languedoc  were  grinning  at  the  ghastly 
trophies  they  had  caused  to  be  exposed  on  the 
Peyron  of  Montpellier,  the  Camisards  were 
electing  another  leader.  Their  choice  fell  upon 
Roland  Laporte,  who,  in  dividing  his  forces, 
himself  assumed  the  command  of  the  Lower 
Cevennes,  which  comprised  the  caves  of  Mialet, 
while  to  Cavalier  were  assigned  the  more 
open  parts  south  of  Anduze,  reaching  to  the 
Mediterranean.     Hence  it  was  that  one  winter 
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night,  as  Ethel  and  La  grande  Marie  sat  resting 
themselves  after  the  fatigues  of  a  day  spent  in 
making  preparations  for  a  large  force,  Mazel 
came  to  say  that  he  could  see  through  the  spy- 
hole, in  the  wall,  a  black  mass  moving  over  the 
snow  and  approaching. 

"  Have  a  care  to  keep  the  caves  secure  till 
you  hear  the  watchword,"  said  the  prophetess. 

Shortly  after,  the  men  had  entered,  the  chiefs 
were  standing  round  a  good  wood  fire,  the 
smoke  of  which  went  curling  away  into  the 
unfathomable  dome  of  the  great  hall,  and  the 
fragrant  steam  of  soup  and  mutton  and  goat- 
flesh  came  like  incense  to  the  nostrils  of  heathen 
deities,  smoothing  out  the  hard  lines  from  the 
rough,  dark  faces  of  men  who  had  come  from 
the  starvation  fare  of  the  wilderness.  There 
were  many  wives  running  to  and  fro  with  bowls 
and  platters  and  mugs,  and  their  tongues  were 
loosened  as  they  greeted  husband  or  brother 
for  whom  they  had  tarried  so  long,  and  the  hall 
rang  with  smacking  kisses  and  pious  ejacula- 
tions and  overflowing  gladness  of  heart ;  though 
there  were  some  stern  Puritans,  whose  kith  and 
kin  had  been  rooted  up  and  cast  to  the  dogs, 
who  stood  orazinor  with  folded  arms  and  knitted 
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brow,  and  with  a  far-away  dreaminess  of  fixed 
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and  burning  eyes  that  seemed  to  see  sorrow 
and  desolation  behind  the  present  joyfulness. 

By  the  great  pine-logs  in  the  centre  of  the 
cave  were  standing  Henri  and  Philippe,  Cas- 
tanet and  Cavalier.  The  latter  was  to  move  on 
the  morrow  with  his  troop  to  Bouquet  and  the 
caves  at  Euzet.  Everything  had  been  prepared 
and  organized  by  the  forethought  of  Roland 
Laporte:  each  cavern  had  its  own  granary,  maga- 
zine, arsenal,  and  hospital ;  to  each  division 
of  the  insurgents  was  attached  a  special  body 
of  millers,  bakers,  shoemakers,  tailors,  armourers, 
etc.,  all  of  whom  found  shelter  during  -the 
winter  months  in  the  limestone  grottoes  that 
perforated  the  heart  of  the  mountains. 

And  as  they  now  stood  talking,  and  kicking 
the  embers  that  lay  around  the  edge  of  the  fire, 
La  grande  Marie  came,  and  with  her  a  young 
man  to  whom  all  gave  way  courteously.  He 
seemed  about  thirty  years  old ;  he  was  fair  and 
of  slender  frame ;  his  eyes  were  ever  glancing 
sharply  this  side  and  that — there  was  none  of 
that  prophetic  dreaminess  about  him  which  dis- 
tinguished so  many  of  his  brethren ;  he  was  of 
moderate  height,  and  spoke  little,  but  when  he 
opened  his  lips  his  words  were  straightforward 
and  decisive.     This  was   Roland   Laporte,  the 
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man  to  whom  was  entrusted  the  camp  of  the 
Eternal. 

"  So,  Cavalier,  the  friends  from  Normandy- 
are  to  stay  with  me." 

"  Yes,  colonel,  so  they  wish  it  to  be,  but " 

And  Cavalier  looked  at  La  grande  Marie,  stam- 
mered, turned  red,  and  faltered. 

Roland  glanced  at  the  prophetess,  and  with  a 
touch  of  satire  said — 

''  And  can  the  inspired  one  finish  Jean 
Cavalier's  sentence  for  him  ?  " 

The  handsome  girl  heeded  not  his  sarcasm  ; 
her  large  lustrous  eyes  had  drunk  in  Cavalier's 
meaning  from  his  flushed  cheek.    She  replied — • 

"  I  am  ready  to  live  with  Cavalier,  and  if  need 
be  to  die  for  him;  let  my  place  be  supplied  here, 
Roland,  for  God  calleth  me  to  Euzet,  yonder." 

The  boy's  eyes  glistened  with  joy ;  for  a 
sentiment,  half- religious  and  half- romantic,  had 
attached  him  to  the  buxom  prophetess. 

On  the  morrow,  when  Cavalier  and  his  troop 
were  gone,  Ethel  felt  that  she  had  lost  a  friend 
in  La  grande  Marie ;  but  there  was  much  to  do 
in  attending  upon  the  sick  and  directing  the 
women  who  were  attached  to  the  corps  of 
Roland,  and  what  with  the  preparations  for  the 
next  campaign  and  the  religious  services  which 
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were  held  three  times  a  day,  there  was  not  much 
time  to  think  over  old  grievances. 

Now  that  the  ice  king  had  set  his  frosty- 
hand  on  rivulet  .and  mountain  stream,  and  the 
roads  were  impracticable  for  troops,  by  reason 
of  the  snow  which  blocked  and  barred  the 
passes,  there  was  no  longer  need  for  the  same 
precaution  in  entering  and  leaving  the  caves. 
Day  after  day  Henri  and  Philippe  used  to  go 
out,  gun  in  hand,  with  Roland  and  others  to 
hunt,  shoot,  or  trap  such  wild  game  as  they 
could  find.  Ethel  would  sometimes  accompany 
them  part  of  the  way,  tripping  lightly  over  the 
crisp,  firm  snow-drift,  as  eager  as  the  youngest 
sportsman  of  them  all  to  catch  sight  of  a  wild 
goat  or  to  track  a  wolf  to  his  lair. 

On  one  of  these  occasions  she  was  returning 
alone  about  mid-day,  her  road  a  mountain-path 
skirting  a  chestnut-grove,  half-way  up  one  of 
those  sugar-loaf  hills  that  cluster  near  Mialet. 
The  sky  was  cloudless,  and  the  sun  was  gilding 
the  boughs  of  the  old  trees  and  making  the 
silver  icicles  think  twice  whether  they  should 
melt  or  no.  Below  her  was  a  deep  ravine  or 
valley,  at  the  bottom  of  which  slept  a  tributary 
stream  of  the  Gardon  in  his  ice-bound  cradle  ; 
across   the   narrow  gorge   rose   the   bosom   of 
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another  range  of  hills,  with  weird  stumps  of 
trees  standing  darkly  out  of  the  dazzling  snow 
in  which  all  the  hill  was  sheeted.  No  tinkling 
music  now  of  tiny  streamlets  running  like  quick- 
silver down  the  hill-side  made  the  winter's  noon 
resonant  with  sweet  sounds ;  no  hum  of  myriad 
insects  lulled  the  ear ;  no  grasshopper  chir- 
ruped in  the  grass  that  lay  buried  beneath 
•Nature's  winding-sheet:  all  was  mute — strangely 
mute,  thought  Ethel.  She  could  not  help  think- 
ing of  the  old  story,  how  Adam  and  Eve  walked 
in  the  garden — so  silent  it  must  have  been 
as  these  lone  glens  —  and  heard  the  voice  of 
the  Lord  God  walking  in  the  garden  ;  and  a 
kind  of  awe  made  her  hold  her  breath  as  she 
glanced  through  the  bare  branches  of  the  wood, 
half-fearing  at  every  step  that  she  should  meet 
some  superhuman  being.  It  was  a  relief  to  her 
to  notice  a  faint  blue-grey  wreath  of  charcoal- 
smoke  rising  lazily  from  the  hollow  which  lay 
imbedded  in  a  holt  of  stunted  olives  on  her 
left.  She  was  thirsty — she  would  go  and  ask  for 
a  cup  of  milk  ;  there  was  no  fear,  for  all  the 
peasantry  around  were  Cami sards  at  heart,  and 
already  she  had  made  friends  in  many  a  rude 
woodman's  cabin. 

There  were  the  marks  of  feet  leading  down 
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the  Side  of  the  hollow  to  the  wooden  hut ;  but, 
for  all  that,  the  snow  was  deep,  and  great  flakes 
brushed  off  the  prickly  bushes  that  lifted  up 
their  stunted  noses  above  the  wintry  counter- 
pane, and  made  her  feet  and  ankles  wetter  than 
ever.  The  door  was  shut ;  nobody  said  "  Entrez ! " 
when  she  tapp.ed,  so .  she  ventured  to  lift  the 
latch  and  peep  in.  A  snug  little  room,  furnished 
with  quaint  old  chairs  of  black  oak,  a  set  ot 
drawers,  a  table — all  looking  as  if  they  had  lived 
once  in  higher  society — a  couple  of  big  logs 
crackling  and  spitting  fiercely  on  the  hearth, 
and  in  the  further  corner  a  red  curtain  drawn 
across  what  was  evidently  the  best  bed. 

"  Well,"  thought  Ethel,  ''  I  am^  very  wet,  I 
will  just  step  in  and  dry  my  feet ;  nobody  is  at 
home,  so  I  will  not  be  shy." 

So  reflecting  to  herself,  she  drew  a  chair  close 
to  the  fire,  pulled  off  her  boots,  and  paid  that 
secret  worship  to  the  flames  which  ladies  know 
so  well  how  to  do  when  they  are  alone. 

After  reviewing  with  calm  satisfaction  the 
vapour  that  arose  from  her  drying  garments,  she 
began  to  look  round  the  room,  making  audible 
comments  upon  the  grotesque  and  bizarre  mix- 
ture of  whilome  grandeur  with  so  mean  a 
cottage ;  but  as  her  eye  travelled  round  to  the 
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red  curtain  she  rose  with  a  start  and  a  scream. 
There  was  a  face  looking  out  upon  her ! 

"  Ne  bougez  pas,  ma  fille,"  said  a  voice  from 
the  bed. 

Ethel,  who  had  run  to  the  door,  forgetting  her 
boots,  knew  that  it  was  a  man's  voice,  but  some- 
how she  was  no  longer  frightened.  She  looked 
at  the  features  before  her.;  a  haggard  face  and 
sunken,  with  black  eyes  burning  in  hollow 
sockets ;  a  thin,  delicate  hand  grasping  the 
curtain  ;  short  dark  hair  tumbled  wildly  about  a 
high  forehead. 

"  Est-il  possible  !     Je  suis  done  change  !  " 

A  violent  fit  of  coughing  broke  the  sick  man's 
sentence.  E^thel  went  to  the  bedside  and  saw 
the  crucifix  of  le  Pere  Beretti  lying  on  his 
breast. 

"  What  can  ■  I  do  for  you  ?  "  she  murmured, 
after  recovering  from  her  surprise. 

''  Let  me  die  here  quietly.    I  will  not  be  long." 

Presently  the  Jesuit  became  calmer.  Seeing 
that  Ethel  did  Tiot  shrink  from  him,  or  show 
any  signs  of  repugnance,  but  that  she  had 
drawn  her  chair  near  his  bed  after  smoothing 
his  cushion,  he  looked  up  with  a  smile  and 
said — 

*'  You   are    God's  angel,  after  all.     May  he 
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•bless  you  for  your  sweet  sympathy !  You 
wonder  how  I  came  to  be  here  ?  Nay,  I  can 
speak  when  the  cough  goes  away,  and  it  does 
me  good  to  have  sympathy.  I  have  not  had 
any  Hke  this  since  I  left  my  mother  to  go  to 
Bologna.  Pauvre  mere  !  thou  wert  very  sad 
when  I  left  thee  at  fifteen  to  enter  the  College 
de  Jesus,  and  no  wonder,  for  thou  wert  left 
alone  in  the  world.  My  guardians  told  me  it 
was  my  duty  to  devote  myself  to  God  and  His 
Church,  and  I  left  thee  in  thy  widowed  loneli- 
ness. Ah,  Dieu  de  pitie !  pardon  me  if  I  fiave 
sometimes  regretted  that  step — if  I  have  weakly 
yearned  for  that  fond  mother's  sympathy.  Thy 
tender  eyes,  my  sister,  recall  her  image  to  my 
remembrance ;  and  I  am  dying — I  am  going  to 
her — and  I  feel  that  I  want  some  gentle  love  to 
come  stealing  about  my  heart  as  it  used  to  do 
when  I  was  a  boy.  Helas  !  the  service  of  God 
has  grown  so  stern  of  late,  the  weeds — the 
weeds  of  God's  fair  garden  ! — I  cannot  go  on 
plucking  them  up  ;  my  heart  c?ies  mercy  !  Let 
me  get  from  your  inquisition  chambers  to 
Christ's  bosom !  Ah,  methinks  he  stares  coldly 
on  me,  because  my  robes  are  stained  with 
blood  !  Lord  !  Lord  !  I  have  given  up  all  and 
followed  thee." 
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The  confessor  burled  his  face  in  his  hands 
and  sobbed  Hke  a  child.  Ethel  could  not  see 
the  once  strong  man  struggling  in  his  weakness 
and  a  prey  to  these  doubtings  of  the  heart 
without  weeping  too.  But  she  took  up  a  book 
of  prayers  that  lay  by  his  bed,  and  kneeling 
down,  read  aloud  by  the  bedside  of  the  sufferer 
until  the  outburst  of  sorrow  had  spent  itself, 
and  only  a  heavy  sob  now  and  then  shook  his 
wasted  frame. 

And  soon  he  smiled  again,  and  told  her  how 
he  had  watched  his  opportunity  to  cut  himself 
loose  from  the  horse  to  which  he  was  bound, 
but  broke  his  leg  in  the  fall,  and  lay  two  nights 
and  a  day  in  the  forest,  till  an  old  woman 
found  him  and  got  a  peasant  boy  to  help  him 
into  her  cabin.  The  exposure  had  brought 
on  partial  paralysis  and  an  attack  of  his  old . 
complaint,  consumption,  and  he  was  longing  for 
death. 

Ethel  listened  to  his  story  with  interest,  and 
then  boiled  him  some  milk  and  oatmeal,  the 
only  food  there  was  in  the  hut,  beat  up  his  bed, 
and  tried  to  soften,  as  best  she  knew  how,  the 
bitterness  of  his  pain.  She  learnt  from  him 
that  his  leg  had  never  been  set,  and  there  was 
only  a  poor  old  woman  to  attend  on  him,  who 
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had  gone  to  Mialet  to-day  to  procure  victual 
for   the  week,  leaving   her  patient  necessarily 
alone. 

''  I  shall  stay  till  she  returns,"  said  Ethel, 
"  then  I  shall  get  the  captain  of  the  Enfants — • 
Camisards,  I  mean — to  send  a  skilled  woman 
and  some  good  nourishing  food.  Mon  pere, 
you  need  not  shake  your  head." 

"Ah!  God  send  his  blessing  on  thee,  my 
sister,  for  all  thy  kindness.  But  thou  must  not 
divulge  my  hiding-place,  or  this  poor  woman  will 
be  punished  for  taking  me  in.  Laporte  Kates 
me  !  " 

"  Laporte  is  dead,"  said  Ethel  quietly. 

''  God's  will  be  done  1  Say,  have  the  rebels 
been  defeated  ? " 

**  Roland  Laporte  is  still  at  the  head  of  a 
large  force.  But  you  must  talk  no  more — it 
makes  your  cough  worse." 

When  this  paroxysm  passed  by,  the  Jesuit 
signed  to  Ethel  to  approach. 

''  I  have  something  to  confide  in  you.  It  is 
very  strange ! — God  must  have  sent  you  here 
that  I  might  give  it  you  ;  but  you  must  promise 
not  to  open  or  read  it  until  I  am  dead.  You 
will  ? — thank  you,  sister.  Go,  take  down  that 
cloak  and  feel  in  the  left  sleeve — you  will  find  a 
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letter  stitched  to  the  lining  ;  there  !  the  envelope 
is  sealed  and  tied  with  blue  tape.  I  have 
sworn  never  to  let  you  know*  the  contents  of 
that  letter  as  long  as  I  live.  I  shall  keep  my 
oath  to  my  superior,  if  you  do  not  read  it  until 
I  am  dead  ;  but  I  have  always  felt  I  was  doing 
you  a  grievous  wrong,  my  child,  and  I  shall 
die  easier  if  you  will  do  as  I  say.  You  have 
shown  me  good  for  evil.  Ah  !  God  of  truth, 
I  have  ofttimes  offended  Thee  for  the  cause  of 
Thy  Church  !  I  am  strangely  bewildered  now\ 
Many  things  I  once  thought  right  are  growing 
hateful  to  me.  Surely  the  Comforter  hath  not 
deserted  the  successors  of  St.  Peter  !  I  would 
I  were  a  little  boy  again,  praying  by  my  mother's 
knee.  There  is  no  profit  in  study,  no  faith  in 
casuistry,  no  need  of  Church  Unity,-  when  you 
lie  face  to  face  with  eternity  !  Oh  !  that  grind- 
ing pain  !    Pray  for  me,  pray  for  me  !     Send  a 

priest,  or  I  shall  die  without " 

A  long  swoon  followed.  Ethel  stood  by  the 
bed,  crumpling  the  letter  in  her  hand  ;  but  her 
eyes  were  fascinated  by  the  calm,  clear-cut 
features,  so  lately  twisted  and  tortured  by  agony 
out  of  their  nature,  now  relaxed  from  the  grip 
of  a  cruel  consciousness,  and  held  in  the  sus- 
pension of  a  marble  sleep.     No  dictum  of  his 
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general  was  any  longer  making  obedience  an 
outrage  against  conscience  in  that  senseless 
frame  ;  the  aspirations  of  youth,  the  ambitions 
of  manhood,  nay,  all  the  cross  lights  and  shades 
of  great  purposes  and  little  failings,  were  over 
for  one  Jesuit  father,  at  least. 

Reqiiiescat  m  pace !  The  great  Father  of 
Casuistry  had  desired  to  have  him,  that  he 
might  sift  him  as  wheat.  But  who  shall  say  to 
his  neighbour,  ''  Go  to,  thou  goat,"  and,  "  Thy 
portion  of  brimstone  is  appointed  thee  ! " 

Ethel,  at  all  events,  never  thought  of  eternal 
damnation,  as  she  bent  over  the  poor  stricken 
priest.  Had  their  positions  been  reversed — had 
he  been  the  hale  and  hearty  ecclesiastic  and  she 
the  dying  heretic — it  would  perhaps  have  been 
different  ;  any  weak,  reluctant  doubts  of  her 
everlasting  and  most  merited  damnation  would 
have  been  a  heinous  sin  against  the  sounding 
brass  of  orthodoxy,  and  the  tinkling  cymbal  of 
Roman  consistency. 

Happy  are  they  who  are  not  compelled  to 
think  evil  of  their  neighbours  ;  twice  happy  are 
they  whose  consciences  are  free  to  worship 
whom  they  love ;  but  thrice  happy  are  those 
who  .are  not  bound  by  the  religion  in  which 
they  have  been  bred  to  propagate  their  faith 
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with  sticks,  stones,  racks,  wheels,  gibbets,  fire, 
and  the  Hke. 

How  long  Ethel  had  stood  gazing  on  the 
face  of  him  who  had  wreaked  such  cruel  wrong 
upon  the  family  she  loved,  she  could  not  have 
said.  So  many  thoughts  had  passed  through 
her  brain*,  it  seemed  much  longer  than  it  was. 

A  stir  of  footsteps  behind  roused  her  from 
the  reverie,  and  turning,  she  saw  an  old  woman, 
whose  weather-beaten  face  was  marked  just 
now  by  a  shadow  of  mistrust.  It  was  no 
easy  matter  for  Ethel  to  explain  the  cause  of 
her  appearance,  so  few  were  the  French  words 
which  this  peasant-woman  could  understand  ; 
but,  by  the  help  of  a  little  patois  which  Ethel 
had  already  picked  up,  the  good  creature  was 
made  to  comprehend  that  her  visitor  was  a 
friend  of  the  priest,  and  would  return  on  the 
morrow  with  some  simples  and,  if  possible,  with 
a  chirurgeon. 

Then  Ethel  made  the  best  of  her  way  back 
to  the  caves,  meditating,  as  she  went,  on  what 
she  should  do  to  help  the  Jesuit.  Of  one  thing 
she  was  certain  :  she  could  trust  to  the  generosity 
of  Lieutenant  Henri  not  to  take  a  mean  revenge 
upon  the  dying  man ;  but  she  did  not  feel  so 
sure   about    Philippe,    whose   violent    passions 
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often  ran  away  with  him,  and  she  was  convinced 
that  to  tell  any  of  the  Camlsard  chiefs  would  be 
to  provoke  his  slaughter  "  a  la  mode  des  Ama- 
lekltes«"  She  was  rather  shocked  to  find,  upon 
entering  the  cavern,  that  a  poor  wretch  had  just 
been  shot  for  using  profane  language — so  stern 
and  uncompromising  was  the  discipline  which 
held  these  wild  fanatics  true  to  the  teaching  of 
the  Mosaic  law ;  for  although  many  cruel  and 
unjust  actions  were  performed  by  them  under 
the  name  of  Religion,  not  the  least  swerving 
from  the  path  of  righteousness  was  overlooked 
In  private  matters.  The  sin  of  the  Individual 
touched  the  whole  Church  with  a '  sense  of 
shame  ;  like  the  early  Christians,  they  had  all 
things  In  common,  they  wxre  all  sympathetic 
members  of  one  body. 

When  the  hunting  party  returned,  Ethel 
found  means  to  take  Henri  apart  and  acquaint 
him  with  the  state  of  le  Pere  Beretti.  As  she 
told  the  story  of  her  afternoon  adventure,  she 
watched  with  some  trepidation  the  handsome 
face  on  which  a  pine-wood  fire  threw  a  lurid 
light.  The  sunny  smile  dying  away,  the  white 
teeth  withdrawing  from  notice,  the  deep-nestling 
dimple  fading  from  the  bronzed  cheek,  the 
puckering   lips   and   gravely  meditative   brow, 
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were  all  s3^mptoms  that  made  Ethel  fear  she 
had  not  done  wisely  in  making  Henri  her  con- 
fidant. 

''  I  promised  to  protect  the  poor  priest,"  she 
pleaded  ;  "  do  you  think  I  did  wrong  ?  I  hope 
not." 

How  the  colour  came  into  her  foolish  cheeks, 
when  Henri  put  his  heavy  hand  on  her  shoulder 
— 'SO  familiar  had  common  danger  made  them — 
and  said,  "  Non,  non,  Ethel,  vous  avez  raison, 
comme  toujours !  " 

It  was  decided  that  Henri  should  ask  Philippe 
also  to  visit  Beretti,  but  at  first  the  boy  would 
not  hear  of  it,  and  broke  out  into  violent  abuse 
of  the  confessor.  The  argument  was  resumed 
at  night,  when  they  were  again  alone,  and 
Henri  left  off,  thinking  that  his  young  friend 
was  stubbornly  bent  on  hating  his  enemy  to  the 
last ;  but  as  he  was  sinking  into  sleep  he  over- 
heard the  boy  sobbing  and  praying  in  broken 
tones  for  a  forgiving  heart,  and  in  the  morning 
Philippe  came  to  him  and  said,  ''He  bien  !  I 
will  go  with  you  to  see  the  poor  fellow ! " 

"  Well  said,  mon  ami !  thou  hast  more  to 
forgive  than  I  have  ;  it  is  a  noble  victory." 

They  took  with  them  a  skilled  woman  to 
attend  to  the  Jesuits  broken   leg,   and  a  boy 
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carrying  some  food  and  warmer  clothing ;  but 
when  they  reached  the  hut  and  tapped  at  the 
door,  the  old  woman  came  up  with  her  finger  to 
her  lips.     ''  He  Is  dying,  madame." 

So  Ethel  took  a  cordial  from  the  hands  of 
the  boy  who  had  followed  them,  and  entered 
alone.  There  was  not  much  life  now  remaining 
to  the  priest,  but  his  senses  were  perfect ;  he 
recognized  Ethel,  and  faintly  returned  the 
pressure  of  her  hand.  After  a  while  she  told 
him  that  Henri  Guillot  and  Philippe  de  Cornelli 
stood  without ;  would  he  bid  them  farewell  ? 
The  boy  had  overcome  his  first  feelings  of 
revenge  for  the  wrongs  of  his  family,  and  had 
come  with  a  forgiving  heart ;  would  *  le  pere 
speak  to  him  ? 

As  Ethel  named  Henri  and  Philippe,  a 
trouble  seemed  to  gather  on  his  brow  and  in 
his  still  clear  eyes  ;  but  when  she  had  finished 
the  sentence,  and  he  knew  they  hated  him  not, 
something  like  one  of  his  old  smiles  lit  up  his 
face,  as  he  murmured,  ''  Oul,  ma  sceur,  let  them 
enter ;  I  would  fain  explain  my  conduct  ere  I 
die." 

Then  each,  as  he  came  to  the  bedside, 
pressed  the  withered  hand  that  lay  on  the 
coverlet,  and  Henri  sat  on  a  three-legged  stool 
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at  the  bed-head.  Ethel  stood  gazing  Into  the 
fire ;  but  PhlHppe's  hand  was  yet  enfolded  by 
the  long  thin  fingers  of  the  confessor,  who 
motioned  the  boy  to  sit  on  the  side  of  the  bed, 
where  he  could  see  his  face  ;  and  then  there 
passed  several  moments  of  silence,  whilst 
Beretti  was  perusing,  with  moistening  eye  and 
quivering  lip,  the  fair  face  of  the  boy,  and 
trying  to  control  the  emotion  which  his  pre- 
sence evoked.  The  strange  silence  of  the  cabin 
within  was  accented  by  the  heavy  thud  of  a 
spade  outside,  and  a  shiver  ruffled  the  skin  of 
the  listeners  as  they  realized  the  digging  of  the 
grave  in  the  hard,  cold  ground  for  him  who 
was  yet  warm  with  life  ;  and  the  silence  of  the 
little  cabin  grew  oppressive  ;  and  when  the  old 
hag  coughed  and  spat  upon  the  wooden  floor, 
even  such  an  Interruption  came  as  a  relief  to 
the  tension  6f  thought  and  feeling. 

The  Jesuit's  eyes  were  streaming  with  tears 
when  he  said,  In  a  broken  voice — 

"  May  God  bless  thee,  mon  enfant,  and  fold 
thee  to  His  bosom.  I  am  about  to  die,  Philippe, 
and  thou  wilt  believe  me  when  I  tell  thee  now 
that  no  sorrow  has  ever  come  nearer  my  heart 
than  the  sorrow  I  felt  at  being  the  unwilling 
instrument  of  the  temporal  adversity  which  has 
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befallen  thy  house.     I  have  prayed  with  tears 
that  this  cup  might  pass   me,   but,  alas  !  mine 
was  chosen  to  be  the  hand  that  should  strike. 
I    loved  thy  mother,  I  honoured  thy  father,  I 
admired   the    affection    which    knit   thy    home 
together  in  the  ties  of  so  sweet,  so  pure  a  con- 
verse ;  but  the   interests  and  affections  of  the 
spiritual    life    must    take    precedence    of    the 
interests   and   affections    of  the  life   of  sense. 
The  Church,  into  whose  hands  has  been  com- 
mitted the  direction  of  spiritual  affairs,  decreed 
that  heresy  must  be  rooted  up,  at  the  cost  of 
much  suffering  in  this  world.      My  heart  (yea ! 
I  will  confess  the  sinful  weakness)  rebelled  ere 
I  could  nerve  myself  to  the  cruel  task  ;  but  it  is 
over  now.     Alas  !  I  am  so  weak  I  cannot  say 
all  I  wish.     Mon  cher  Philippe,  forgive  me  for 
my  seeming  cruelty ;   I   meant  only  to   do   my 
duty — the  hand  that  struck  dealt  the  blow  in 
kindness,  not  in  wrath.      I  know  it  must  have 
been  right  to  obey  the  Church  ;  it  will  be  right 
when  all  is  over  :  one  generation  suffers,  another 
profits  by  the  sharp  punishment.      But,  dearest 
friends,  I  cannot  bear  to  die  thinking  that  all 
your  sufferings  are  not  to  bring  you  to  the  true 

fold " 

"  Mon  pere,"  interrupted  Philippe,  ''  for  your 
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part  In  our  misfortunes  I  acquit  you  of  all 
blame — I  can  even  pity  you  the  distress  It 
caused  you  to  ruin  those  who  had  showed  you 
kindness — but  when  you  ask  -me  to  join  the 
cursed  system  which,  based  on  a  pretended 
infallibility,  would  force  its  brain-spun  dogmas 
down  every  throat,  you  mistake  me.  I  cannot 
tell  you  how  I  loathe " 

'*  Hush,  Phil !  you  are  too  strong  In  your 
language — regardez  !  "  said  Henri,  rising  and 
grasping  Philippe's  outstretched  arm. 

Beretti  was  unconscious.  Ethel  was  again 
left  alone  with  the  Jesuit.  His  end  was  come  ; 
only  for  a  moment  he  regained  consciousness, 
and  murmured  for  the  last  sacraments  ;  and  the 
English  heretic  knelt  and  repeated  aloud  a 
prayer  from  the  office  for  the  sick.  Before  she 
had  finished,  the  Church  militant  had  lost  one 
of  its  most  devoted  soldiers.  They  buried  him 
amongst  the  bushes  near  the  hut.  The  old 
woman  who  had  befriended  him  received  the 
food  and  clothes  as  the  reward  of  virtue,  re- 
marking that  the  Lord  was  very  merciful  In 
calling  the  priest  away  before  he  had  consumed 
the  good  things  which  madame  had  provided. 

As  they  walked  back  to  Mialet,  thinking 
more  seriously  than  usual  over  life,  its  problems 
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and  its  mysteries,  and  abrupt  close  or  trans- 
formation, and  talking  in  subdued  tones  about 
him  whom  they  had  laid  to  rest,  as  reverently 
as  they  could,  in  unconsecrated  ground,  Henri 
suddenly  turned  to  Ethel  and  said — 

"  By  the  way,  you  told  me  that  the  Jesuit 
gave  you  a  letter  to  read  when  he  was  dead." 

"Ma  foi,  oui!"  replied  Ethel.  They  stood 
grouped  together  under  the  bare  chestnut 
boughs,  eyed  only  by  a  stray  mountain-goat, 
as  Ethel  untied  the  tape  and  read  what^was 
inclosed. 

"  The  Comte  de  Pontorson  to  Mademoisejle 
Ethel  Digby. — I  am  lying,  so  my  physicians 
say,  on  my  death-bed ;  I  wish  to  do  a  good 
deed  before  I  go  to  seek  le  grand  peut-etre. 
You  must  know  that  I  bought  some  of  the  out- 
lying estates  of  my  poor  friend  le  Sieur  de 
Cornelli,  with  the  intention  of  helping  him 
when  the  occasion  should  arrive.  Helas  !  he  is 
still  in  bonds,  and  I  know  not  how  better  to  aid 
him  than  by  making  over  the  estates  to  you,  by 
you  to  be  employed  for  the  benefit  of  him  or  his 
family.  If  I  were  to  leave  them  to  Mademoi- 
selle Marie,  I  know  too  well  where  the  money 
would  go.  I  cannot  leave  them  to  the  father 
or   the   son,    therefore    I    have    instructed   my 

VOL.  in.  N 
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avocat  at  Avranches,  to  whom  you  will    apply 
to  give  you  all  assistance  In  coming  into  pos- 
session of  the  same.      There   are  other  funds 
left   to   be   divided   amongst    the    heirs    of   my . 
great-uncle,  who,  as  I   know  from  family  docu- 
ments, once  received  shelter  and   aid  from   an 
ancestor  of  the  present  sieur.      I  am  informed 
that   the   Marquis   de    Ruvigny,   now  living  In 
England,  has  family  papers  bearing  on  the  fate 
of  this  branch  of  my  family.      I   charge  you  to 
make  inquiries  for  me  In  England,  and  you  will 
find  that  the  Comte  de  Pontorson  has  not  for- 
gotten the  tall,  yellow-haired  Anglaise,  though 
she  was   so   cruel  to   him  on  the  gi^eve  of  St. 
Michel.      In   case  you  shall   have  no   opportu- 
nity of  assisting  the  Sieur  de  Cornelli,  as  afore- 
said, I  have  directed  that  these  estates  shall  go 
towards  repairing  the  cathedral  of  Avranches. 
I   Intrust  this    letter  to  a  trusty  layman. — J'al 
I'honneur,  etc." 

The  letter  was  read  twice  before  any  com- 
ment was  made. 

''  Monsieur  le  Comte  forgets  not  his  gal- 
lantry with  one  foot  in  the  grave,"  said  Henri, 
laughing. 

"In  this  case  It  Is  worth  more  than  usual," 
said  Philippe. 
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"It  is  a  relief  to  find  that  the  poor  Pere 
Beretti  was  resolved  to  be  honest  ere  he  died, 
though  it  did  tax  his  ingenuity  to  reconcile  it  to 
his  poor  casuistical  conscience,"  said  Ethel. 

"  Ha,  ha  !  the  priests  did  not  mean  you  to 
see  that  letter,  les  brigands  ! " 

As  they  continued  their  walk  home,  a  letter 
was  meditated  to  the  count's  avocat  at  Av- 
ranches ;  and  it  was  agreed  that  when  the 
spring  came  Ethel  must  attempt  to  return  to 
Normandy. 

"  Et  vous,  Henri ;  you  will  seek  Marie." 

Ethel  was  ashamed  of  the  tone  in  which  she 
uttered  these  words  ;  but  the  short  winter  day 
had  darkened,  and  no  one  noticed  the  blush 
that  suffused  her  cheek. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

When  a  man  outlives  his  good  fame  and  sullies 
his  character  by  coarse  sensuality,  it  is  his  own 
fault  if  old  friends  do  not  weep  when  he  dies, 
if  the  thought  rises  unbidden  to  their  very  lips' 
edge,  "He  had  cumbered  the  ground  long 
enough."  But  when  the  first  surprise  of  his 
rumoured  decease  has  passed,  it  cannot  be  but 
that  memory  will  travel  back  along  the  golden 
ladder  of  tender  reminiscences,  and  light  up 
again  some  of  the  faded  glories  that  illumined 
the  character  of  the  departed  in  his  better  days. 
So  many  a  mourning  widow  will  think  of  the 
grey-headed,  crabbed  old  man  who  embittered 
her  last  few  years,  as  the  light-hearted  gallant 
in  blue  coat  and  brass  buttons  who  charmed  her 
youth. 

But  the  drunken  comte  had   earned  a  right 
to  some  such   charitable  white-washing  at  the 
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hands  of  the  De  CornelH  family  ;  and  PhiHppe, 
who  could  remember  riding-  on  his  back  across 
the  lawn  at  the  Chateau  de  I'Esprit,  was  not 
slow  in  plunging  the  coarser  features  of  the 
latter-day  portrait  into  the  waters  of  Lethe, 
as  he  sighed  and  moralized  over  his  "  pauvre 
ami ! " 

But  the  winter  days  came  and  went  ;  and  as 
the  snow  began  to  melt  in  the  valleys,  and  the 
river  to  foam  and  roar  down  his  rocky  bed,  the 
Camisards  redoubled  their  sentries  and  .their 
psalms,  with  that  mixture  of  piety  and  prudence 
which  so  commended  itself  to  the  English 
Cromwell.  Already  strong  bodies  of  the  Chil- 
dren of  God,  led  by  Roland  Laporte,  had 
scoured  the  country,  collecting  money  and  pro- 
visions, burning  Catholic  villages  and  churches, 
and  sending  messieurs  les  cures  in  full  flight 
to  Alais  or  Nimes. 

In  many  of  these  raids  Henri  and  Philippe 
had  joined ;  but  not  having  so  good  a  stomach 
for  harrying  and  burning  as  some  who  had  the 
wars  of  the  Philistines  at  their  fingers'  ends, 
they  spent  most  of  their  time  in  drilling  and 
organizing  the  raw  levies  which  kept  coming 
in  from  the  neighbourhood.  .  For  it  must  be 
remembered  that  the   Papists  commenced  the 
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system  of  making  desolate  the  homes  of  the 
heretics — a  game,  however,  which  they  soon 
found  that  two  could  play  at ;  and  the  result  of 
it  all  was  that  numbers  of  sturdy  peasants,  who 
would  otherwise  have  been  neutral  in  the  strife, 
were  obliged  to  join  one  party  or  the  other, 
simply  because  they  had  no  home  nor  means 
of  sustenance  left ;  and  thus  the  outbreak  was 
forced  by  the  cruel  policy  of  le  Brigadier 
Julien  into  the  dimensions  of  a  civil  war. 

As  soon  as  it  was  thought  likely  that  the 
weather  was  open  enough  to  allow  of  a  chain  of 
galley  slaves  to  travel  from  Paris,  spies  had 
been  posted  on  all  the  great  south  roads,  and 
emissaries  dispatched  to  Avignon  to  get  the 
first  news  of  their  approach. 

It  was  usual  to  bring  the  galley  slaves  for 
some  distance  by  boat  down  the  Rhone  ;  but  at 
this  time  of  year  the  stream  was  running  too 
swiftly  for  such  a  mode  of  conveyance. 

Nothing  had  been  heard  of  the  sieur  for  a 
long  time,  and  it  was  beginning  to  be  feared 
that  he  might  have  fallen  a  victim  to  that 
horrible  pestilence,  gaol  fever.  Monsieur  de  la 
Bruyere  had  promised  to  write  to  Saigas  and 
give  the  first  intimation  of  the  sieur's  removal, 
but  the  late  disturbances  had  rendered  Saigas 
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to  the  enemy,  and  any  letters  that  arrived  there 
would  be  promptly  read  by  the  priests  and 
acted  upon. 

The    first-born    hope    which    had    sustained 
Philippe    when    the    persecutions    began    had 
now  yielded  to  a  stern  and  desperate  belief  in 
Fate,      Predestination,    that   abortive   offspring 
of  religion  and  philosophy,  was   beginning   to 
shape  the  courses  of  his  thought.      He  would  sit 
•  for  hours  by  the    pine-wood   fire,   listening   to 
Castanet  expounding  the   Prophet    Daniel,    or 
watching  with  superstitious  awe  the  writhing  of 
some  young  girl  amongst  the  dry  leaves,  as  she, 
with  contorted  features,  muttered  or  yelled  the 
dimly  understood  words  of  prophecy.     He  him- 
self was  conscious  of  having  had  the  warning, 
''  I'avertissement,"    as  he  lay   in    Du    Chayla's 
dungeon ;    and   now,  as  his    soul    expanded    in 
ecstatic    delight    at    the    thought   of    dying    a 
martyr  for  the  faith,  he  said  to  himself,  ''  That 
surely  is  the  breathing  of  the  Spirit,  'le  souffle.'" 
It  needed  a  strong  mind  to  mingle  with  the 
fevered  emotions  of  these  hunted  prophets  and 
not   catch   the   infection.       Henri  himself,   who 
had  begun  life  as  a  sceptic,  and  whose  various 
experiences  in  foreign  travel  had  widened  his 
religious  sympathies   at   the    expense    of  their 
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intension,  did  not,  it  is  true,  regard  as  super- 
natural the  cataleptic  seizures  of  these  young 
children ;  but  his  thoughts  were  so  much 
affected  by  the  prevailing  tone,  and  by  the 
example  of  serious  living  for  the  next  life, 
that  he  fell  into  the  general  habit  of  praying 
aloud  on  retiring  to  rest.  For  any  one  coming 
suddenly  upon  the  Children  of  God  when  they 
were  engaged  in  prayer  would  imagine  that  he 
had  fallen  into  a  den  of  thieves,  instead  of  a 
house  of  prayer — so  deep  the  groans,  so  de- 
spairing the  cries  for  help,  so  alarming  the 
catalogue  of  sins,  which  they  poured  forth  in 
the  vehemence  of  their  devotions ;  though,  to  be 
sure,  there  were  some  who,  feeling  an  inward 
assurance  that  they  were  of  the  elect,  preserved 
a  religious  calm,  undisturbed  by  the  reflection 
that  the  vast  majority  of  mankind  were  doomed 
to  eternal  perdition. 

But  however  sombre,  the  form  of  belief 
which  the  red  hand  of  God's  Vicar  on  earth 
had  done  so  much  to  precipitate,  the  mode  of 
life  which  resulted  from  its  acceptation  was 
marked  by  unselfishness  and  purity  among 
themselves.  The  ever-abiding  sense  of  the 
divine  presence,  if  it  robbed  their  life  of  much 
of  its   humour   and   natural    gaiety,   yet   made 
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each  thought  a  prayer,  and  every  duty  a  sacra- 
ment. But  when  once  they  had  been  com- 
pelled to  take  up  arms  in  defence  of  their  faith, 
they  flew  instinctively  to  the  Old  Testament, 
and  sought  and  found,  as  they  thought,  a  holy 
warrant  for  the  most  desperate  attacks  upon 
the  property  and  lives  of  Papists. 

We  must  now  join  the  troop  of  Cavalier  on 
its  way  to  attack  the  castle  of  Servas. 

News  has  been  sent  to  Mialet  that  a  chain 
of  galley  slaves,  escorted  by  soldiers,  is  about 
to  pass  between  Alais  and  Lussan.  The 
messenger  who  took  the  tidings  returned  to 
Cavalier  with  Henri  and  Philippe,  both  of 
whom  were  eager  to  encounter  any  danger  on 
the  chance  of  rescuing  the  Sieur  de  Cornelli. 

Cavalier  and  his  troop  had  left  the  caves  of 
Euzet  at  night-fall,  and,  as  was  their  custom, 
had  betaken  themselves,  when  the  sun  rose  high, 
to  the  bracken  on  the  hill-side,  where  they  were 
soon  sound  asleep.  Sentinels  had  been  posted 
on  the  top  of  the  hill  to  reconnoitre  the  roads 
on  either  side,  but  owing,  perhaps,  to  the  cam- 
paign having  only  just  commenced,  discipline 
was  slack  amongst  these  gentry.  For  the  first 
half-hour  they  maintained  a  vigilant  oudook, 
then  they  drew  together  to  compare  notes,  then 
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they  found  themselves  entangled  in  a  theo- 
logical discussion.  Finally,  the  sun  streaming 
down  on  their  backs  closed  their  lips  first,  and 
shortly  their  eyes,  and  when  the  patrol  came 
round  to  relieve  guard  he  found  all  asleep. 

Henri  and  Philippe  were  lying  by  the  side  of 
Cavalier  when  the  officer  came  to  awaken  his 
commander  and  tell  him  what  had  happened. 
The  boy  commander  ordered  the  culprits  to  be 
brought  into  his  presence.  La  grande  Marie 
was  also  sent  for.  She  came  in  all  the  loveliness 
of  her  rich  olive  beauty,  the  golden  ear-rings 
tinkled  in  her  ears.  The  drowsy  sentinels  stood 
with  downcast  eyes,  as  Jean  Cavalier  reproved 
them  for  their  carelessness,  which  might  have 
delivered  les  Enfants  de  Dieu  into  the  hand 
of  the  enemy.  "  And  now,"  he  added,  "  com- 
mend your  souls  to  God,  for  your  sin  is  well- 
nigh  unto  death." 

Then,  turning  to  the  prophetess,  he  cried, 
*'  Shall  these  die  or  no  ?  what  saith  the 
voice  : 

But  she,  after  kneeling  long  in  prayer,  fell 
into  a  sudden  fit  of  convulsions,  and  grovelled 
on  her  face,  clutching  with  nervous  fingers  at 
the  long  fern-leaves,  now  flecked  with  the  w^hite 
foam  that  fell  from   her   lips    as   she    moaned 


ASYLUM    CHRISTI.  187 

and  muttered  the  Spirit-words  that  none  might 
understand. 

The  culprits  stood  with  folded  hands,  uttering 
aloud  their  confession  of  sins,  but  yet  eyeing 
with  practical  keenness  the  moods  through 
which  the  prophetess  was  passing.  She  at 
length  grew  quiet  and  lay  still,  with  her  face 
among  the  rank  herbage.  The  heaving  bosom 
fell  gently,  like  the  wave  of  yesterday's  be- 
getting ;  and  the  dark  eyes  closed  awhile  as  if 
in  sleep,  and  again  opened,  revealing  a  dilated 
pupil,  and  a  look  that  failed  to  recognize  who 
or  what  was  present ;  but  as  the  sense  of  recog- 
nition returned  to  the  dreamy  eye-ball,  power 
came  back  to  the  nerve  centres,  and  the  muscles 
once  more  obeyed  the  volitions  of  the  prophe- 
tess. She  sighed  deeply  as,  leaning  on  the 
shoulder  of  Cavalier,  she  said,  in  the  hearing  of 
those  around — 

"  I  have  seen  these  men  walking  in  the 
gardens  of  Paradise,  plucking  God's  fair  flowers 
and  eating  of  the  tree  of  life ;  there  were  stains 
they  should  enter  Paradise  with  defiled  robes, 
upon  their  wedding  garments.  I  wondered  that 
and  look  at  the  face  of  the  angel  who  walked 
by  my  side  ;  but  listen,  O  my  sinful  brethren, 
to  what  the  holy  child  said  :  for  pointing  to  the 
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Stains  on  their  robes,  he  bade  me  mark  well  that 
there  were  old  stains  faintly  visible  under  the 
red  spots  which  soiled  their  garments.  And  I 
marked  them  ;  whereat  he  bade  me  remember 
that  the  red  soiling  was  the  blood  of  these  same 
children,  by  the  shedding  of  which  they  had 
hidden  the  former  foulness  of  their  robes.  '  So, 
then,'  said  I  to  the  angel,  'they  were  put  to  death 
for  their  sins  ?  '  '  Nay! '  replied  the  shining  one, 
smiling  as  a  young  child  smiles ;  '  they  were 
pardoned  by  their  fellow-men,  and  these  sprink- 
lings of  blood  are  from  the  wounds  they  took  in 
their  heroic  onslaught  against  the  enemies  of 
the  Eternal.'  " 

As  La  grande  Marie  finished  speaking,  a 
cheer  broke  from  the  rough  comrades  gathered 
round  the  unhappy  sentries,  and  many  a  warm 
embrace  testified  to  the  general  pleasure  at  the 
result  of  the  Spirit-seeking. 

But  Henri,  who  had  been  wandering  away 
from  the  group,  now  came  back,  saying,  "  C'est 
fort  etrange  !  Maintenon  is  gone.  I  have  called 
and  whistled,  but  no  trace  can  I  find.  It  is  the 
first  time  he  has  left  us^I  can't  make  it  out !  " 

Philippe  replied,  "  Non,  mon  cher,  he  left  you 
once  before." 

The  two  exchanged  looks  ;  the  omen  almost 
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took  away  their  breath.  Henri  called  for  his 
horse  and  rode  down  the  hill-side  and  through 
the  beech-wood  which  intervened  between  the 
camp  and  the  rough  track  which  ran  parallel  to 
the  stream  at  the  bottom  of  the  valley.  The 
road  was  soft  with  winter  rains  and  snow ;  deep 
ruts  were  cut  into  the  grass  which  covered  the 
track ;  there  were  marks,  too,  of  horses'  hoofs  ; 
but  were  they  fresh  ?  Henri  stooped  over  his 
saddle-bow  and  examined  the  traces  carefully. 
All  the  hoof-marks  were  filled  with  water  which 
had  oozed  through  the  spongy  soil  ;  but  in- 
specting these  narrowly,  he  discovered  that  in 
some  the  water  was  clear  and  transparent,  while 
in  others  it  was  muddy,  as  if  recently  disturbed. 
Inwardly  cursing  the  neglect  of  the  sentries,  he 
put  his  horse  into  a  gallop  along  the  road  in  the 
direction  of  Alais.  The  wood  on  his  left  now 
concealed  him  from  the  Camisards,  and  the 
winding  nature  of  the  road  prevented  him  from 
seeing  far  ahead. 

He  had  ridden  half  a  mile  when  his  horse 
put  his  foot  into  a  hole,  and  coming  down, 
threw  his  rider  heavily  over  his  neck.  There  he 
lay  stunned  by  the  fall  ;  and  the  charger,  as  a 
young  horse  will  do  when  he  finds  for  the  first 
time  that  he  and  his  rider  are  suddenly  divorced, 
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Stood  shaking  his  head  and  eyeing  his  prostrate 
master  askant,  saying  as  plainly  as  possible, 
''  Well !  what's  to  be  done  now  ?  " 

But  the  accident  had  been  noticed  by  some 
soldiers  who  were  busy  cooking  their  ddjezlner 
amongst  the  bushes  a  few  paces  off,  and  when 
Henri  recovered  consciousness  he  found  himself 
lying  on  the  grass  surrounded  by  a  crowd  of 
soldiers,  all  jabbering  and  laughing.  As  he  raised 
himself  on  his  elbow,  saying  ''Where  am  I  now?" 
they  burst  into  louder  roars,  and  answered  him 
in  a  foreign  tongue.  Their  uniform,  too,  was 
unknown  to  him ;  but  as  he  marked  their  red 
jackets  and  wide  hose,  their  shoes  tied  with 
red  cord,  their  red  pointed  caps  surmounted  on 
the  top  by  a  white  knot  of  wool,  their  pistols, 
dagger,  and  the  Spanish  carbine  slung  over  one 
shoulder,  he  surmised  that  he  had  fallen  into 
the  hands  of  "  les  Miquelets,"  the  warriors  of 
the  Pyrenees,  whom  Monsieur  de  Baville  had 
sent  for  to  cope  with  the  mountaineers  of  the 
Cevennes.  To  add  to  his  chagrin,  he  saw  at  a 
little  distance  a  file  of  galley-slaves  munching 
the  hard  biscuit  which  was  being  given  out  to 
them  under  the  shade  of  the  trees.  ''  There  is 
just  a  chance,"  he  thought  to  himself,  "  that  our 
people  may   miss  me   and    catch  these  rogues 
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before  they  have  finished  their  meal — and,  thank 
God  !  the  officers  yonder  have  got  the  wine- 
chest  open,  and  don't  seem  disposed  to  stir." 

But  we  must  return  to  the  Camisards.  After 
the  departure  of  Henri,  PhiHppe  communicated 
to  Cavalier  his  suspicions  with  regard  to  the 
absence  of  the  mastiff;  but  the  latter  smiled 
sceptically  at  his  friend's  idea,  and  suggested 
that  Maintenon,  disgusted  with  the  fare  pro- 
vided him,  had  gone  hunting  on  his  own 
account.  However,  he  ordered  the  cavalry, 
amounting  to  fifty,  to  get  ready  for  action  ;  and 
then  he  and  Philippe  walked  to  a  spur  of  the 
hill  whence  they  could  catch  the  first  glimpse  of 
Henri  returning  from  his  quest.  They  had 
stood  some  time  impatiently  waiting  for  a  sign, 
when  a  shout  behind  them  made  them  look 
back,  and  turning,  they  saw  half  a  dozen  of  their 
own  fellows  chasing  Maintenon,  who  was  casting 
about  with  nose  to  the  ground,  and  evidently, 
by  his  growling,  disapproved  of  the  levity  of  his 
human  friends.  Very  soon  the  dog  hit  upon  the 
trail  he  was  seeking,  and  came  rushing  up  to 
Philippe,  the  foam  dripping  from  his  black 
muzzle. 

"  Ah,  brigand  !  where  have  you  been  ?  "  said 
the  boy,  repelling  a  caress. 
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"  Regardez  done  !  "  said  Cavalier  ;  *'  he  has 
something  in  his  mouth." 

Maintenon  had  just  dropped  in  front  of  his 
master  a  piece  of  paper,  crumpled  and  wet ;  it 
seemed  to  be  a  leaf  from  a  book.  By  this  time 
several  Camisards  had  gathered  round.  As 
Philippe  smoothed  out  the  leaf,  they  cried, 
'  Read  it,  read  it !  perchance  it  is  a  sign  from 
heaven  !  " 

Philippe  replied,  *'  Mes  amis,  I  will  translate 
it  to  you,  for  it  is  in  Latin.  I  wonder  how  the 
dog  came  by  it.      No  one  here  reads  Latin  ?  " 

"  A  bas  les  pretres ! "  murmured  several 
voices. 

"  He  bien !  this  is  what  it  says  :  '  Utopus 
seemed  to  doubt  whether  the  different  forms  of 
religion  might  not  all  come  from  God,  who 
might  inspire  men  differently,  He  being  possibly 
pleased  with  a  variety  in  it ;  and  so  he  thought 
it  was  a  very  indecent  and  foolish  thing  for 
any  man  to  frighten  and  threaten  other  men  to 
believe  anything  because  it  seemed  true  to  him. 
And  in  case  that  one  religion  were  certainly 
true,  and  all  the  rest  false,  he  reckoned  that  the 
native  force  of  truth  would  break  forth  at  last, 
and  shine  bright,  if  it  were  only  managed  by 
the  strength   of  argument  and  with  a  winning 
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gentleness.' — There,  mes  amis,  and  more  to  the 
same  purport." 

Amongst  the  general  approval,  Malntenon 
alone  manifested  symptoms  of  impatience ;  he 
whined  and  scratched  the  ground,  and  at  last 
dashed  off  with  a  loud  bark,  then  stopped  and 
looked  back. 

''Cavalier!"  cried  Philippe,  "let  the  horse- 
men follow  yon  mastiff;  I'll  stake  my  existence 
there  is  something  wrong  !  Perhaps  my  father 
may  have  sent  this  leaf  to  warn  us ! " 

When  Maintenon  found  that  he  was  under- 
stood, his  delight  knew  no  bounds  ;  he  galloped 
backwards  and  forwards,  barking  and  wagging 
his  tail  with  that  unfeigned  satisfaction  which 
only  a  dumb  animal,  so  called,  can  feel  when-  his 
human  superior  dunderhead  has  caught  the 
spirit  of  his  inarticulate  remarks. 

And  whilst  Philippe  rode  at  a  gallop  down 
the  furzy  and  ferny  steeps,  Jean  Cavalier 
mounted  his  white  charger  and  headed  the 
Enfants  de  Dieu,  who  followed  at  a  lopg, 
slouching,  untiring  step. 


VOL.    III. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

As  Lieutenant  Henri,  tied  to  a  tree,  blamed  his 
ill-luck  for  riding  a  stumbling  horse  (since  no 
rider  blames  himself  when  his  horse  falls),  the 
officers,  who  were  enjoying  their  ddjeuner  at  a 
little  distance,  as  soon  as  the  hungry  edge  of 
appetite  was  dulled,  gave  in  to  the  natural 
curiosity  which  distinguishes  Frenchmen  above 
all  others,  and  strolled  leisurely  up  to  the  new 
prisoner.  Henri's  naval  uniform  was  the  occa- 
sion of  some  surprise,  and  awkward  questions 
were  being  put,  when  a  cavalry  officer,  pressing 
through  the  group,  begged  permission  to  have 
a  word  with  the  prisoner.  He  stooped  and 
whispered  in  Henri's  ear — 

''  Have  you  forgotten  the  duel  under  the 
bastion  of  St.  Michel  ?" 

Henri  started ;  then,  saluting  Du  Hamel 
with  all  courtesy,  replied,  ''  It  was  fortunate  that 
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the  moon  was  a  niggard  when  I  met  so  accom- 
pHshed  a  swordsman." 

Du  Hamel  saluted  in  return  for  the  compli- 
ment ;  then,  turning  to  his  friends,  '*  Messieurs, 
I  have  some  private  questions  to  put  to  this 
gentleman,  if  you  please." 

When    the    others    had    retired,    Du    Hamel 
coughed    nervously  and    began    again  :    "  That 
affair  of  which  I  spoke  just  now  may  yet  see  • ' 
another   conclusion,   if  monsieur   is   willing  to 
cross  swords  for  the  lady." 

**  Lady  ?  I  was  not  aware  that  we  were 
fighting  for  a  lady." 

"  Certainement,  Monsieur  le  Lieutenant !  for 
the  lady  whom  we  both  claimed  as  our  heart's 
queen  up  in  the  abbey  yonder.  May  I  ask  if 
monsieur  can  give  me  any  news  of  her  ?  I  am 
aware  that  she  is  in  Languedoc." 

"  I  was  not  aware  that  monsieur  was  my 
rival,"  said  Henri,  with  cold  politeness ;  ''but  I 
will  conceal  nothing  :  mademoiselle  is  lost  to 
her  friends  ;  but  doubtless  monsieur  knows 
where  the  priests  have  taken  her ! " 

"  Lost !  priests !  What  should  they  want 
with  her  ? — she  is  not  French  !  " 

"  Not  French  !  "  cried  Henri ;  "  excuse  me, 
monsieur,  I  am  speaking  of  Mademoiselle  de 
Cornelli ! " 
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"  Excuse  me,  monsieur,  you  mean  Mademoi- 
selle Ethel  Digby  !  " 

"Pardon  me!"  said  Henri,  angry  at  being 
contradicted,  *'  I  love  not  Mademoiselle  Ethel ! " 

"  Eh  !  quoi !  le  diable  !  You  saw  her  in  dis- 
guise that  very  night !  " 

"  I  can  soon  explain  that,  if  monsieur  cares 
to  hear,"  said  Henri.  "  The  lady  brought  a 
message  from  Mademoiselle  de  Cornelli.  She 
it  is,  and  not  the  English  demoiselle,  whose 
love  I  seek,  and  who  has  been  stolen  away 
from  us." 

"  Mon  ami,  I  am  delighted ! "  cried  Du 
Hamel,  shaking  his  new-found  friend  by  the 
hand.  "  But  still,  it  is  very  strange  ;  I  remember 
le  Pere  Beretti  used  to  come  and  talk  to  me 
when  I  was  lying  ill  at  St.  Michel,  and  he 
certainly  did  not  disabuse  me  of  the  notion 
which  I  entertained  that  you  loved  the  fille 
anglaise  ;  nay,  he  rather  fed  my  jealousy,  I 
think." 

"  Ha !  le  Jesuite  encore  !  What  was  his  motive  ? 
— how  did  it  concern  his  order  ? " 

"  J  y  tiens  !  "  cried  Du  Hamel.  "  Mademoi- 
selle de  Cornelli  used  to  come  and  visit  me,  and 
I  used  to  talk  to  her  about  you  and  Mademoi- 
selle Ethel.    I  related  also  what  I  saw  in  the 
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doorway  of   the  auberge,  when  you  kissed  her 
hand." 

"  Mon  DIeu  !  "  exclaimed  Henri ;  "  then  you 
wounded  me  far  worse  than  I  wounded  you. 
That  accounts  for  her  subsequent  coldness  to 
me.  Ah,  monsieur  !  if  ever  you  come  into  her 
presence  again,  promise  me  that  you  will  atone 
for  this  fatal  mistake  by  a  full  explanation," 

"  I  promise,  foi  d'honneur.  And  now  tell  me 
where  I  can  find  the " 

Du  Hamel's  sentence  was  broken  by  a  report 
of  fire-arms,  and  the  sudden  apparition  of 
Philippe  and  his  fifty  horsemen  charging  down 
upon  the  surprised  Miquelets  at  a  hand-gallop. 
The  scene  of  confusion  and  uproar  which  fol- 
lowed it  would  be  impossible  to  describe.  A 
score  of  soldiers  lay  dead  at  the  first  fire  ;  and 
as  the  red  caps  assembled  at  the  blast  of  the 
trumpet  and  presented  their  carbines,  the  little 
body  of  horse  charged  up  the  rising  ground  on 
which  the  Miquelets  had  formed,  and  en-, 
deavoured  to  break  their  square.  And  Henri 
was  obliged  to  be  a  passive  spectator  of  the 
fight,  and  saw  with  agony  of  mind  the  master- 
less  horses  returning  with  empty  saddles.  The 
fifty  horsemen  were  no  match  for  the  two 
hundred    or   more   warriors    of   the    Pyrenees, 


198  ASYLUM    CHRISTI. 

who  had  by  this  time  recovered  from  their 
surprise,  and  were  pouring  in  a  deadly  shower 
of  bullets.  The  galley  slaves  stood  mute  and 
inactive  ;  even  had  they  possessed  the  strength 
to  take  a  part,  the  heavy  chain  which  held  them 
all  together  by  the  neck  would  have  made  any 
attempt  impossible. 

The  last  effort  of  the  Camisard  horsemen 
had  been  repulsed,  and  the  red  caps  of  the 
Miquelets  were  already  tossed  in  the  air  exult- 
ingly,  when  Henri  became  conscious  of  a  noise 
behind  him  in  the  wood  ;  first  it  seemed  to 
sweep  the  dead  leaves  of  last  years  autumn, 
like  a  rising  wind,  then  the  ground  shook  as 
with  the  tread  of  a  hundred  rnad  cattle,  and  at 
last,  to  his  joy  and  surprise,  he  saw  Cavalier, 
his  yellow  hair  floating  behind  him,  rush  down, 
sword  in  hand,  with  his  dare-devil  fanatics  at 
his  heels,  yelling,  when  they  could  catch  breath 
enough  to  articulate  the  words,  "  Who  is  on  the 
Lord's  side  ? " 

A  scene  of  carnage  ensued,  as  the  Miquelets, 
throwing  aside  their  carbines,  fastened  upon 
their  foes  with  their  long  daggers ;  but  they 
were  now  outnumbered,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
tliose  who  were  not  absent  in  body  were  absent 
in  the  spirit.     Some  one  came  and  cut  the  cords 
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which  bound  Henri  to  the  tree,  who  sprang 
over  the  bodies  that  strewed  the  ground  about 
him,  and  sought  the  chain  of  galley  slaves,  say- 
ing to  himself,  "  Surely  he  must  be  there  !  The 
first  chain  from  Paris — If  indeed  this  be  the 
first." 

Already  the  Camlsards  were  hurrying  and 
shouting  around  the  bewildered  men,  striving 
to  remove  the  chains  by  which  they  were  linked 
together,  and  falling,  because  the  keys  had  not 
been  found,  and  the  iron  was  too  thick  to  file 
through  at  a  moment's  notice. 

The  slaves  themselves,  as  Henri  passed  their 
faces  rapidly  In  review,  presented  the  appearance 
of  men  to  whom  all  things  were  equally  intoler- 
able. No  smiles  of  joyful  surprise  lit  up  their 
gloomy  features,  no  answering  shout  of  welcome 
greeted  the  effusive  cheering  of  their  deliverers. 
They  stood  "  In  utrumque  parati,"  ready  to 
receive  freedom  or  slavery,  but  life  had  grown 
so  burdensome  to  them  that  freedom  had  lost 
all  Its  charms ;  like  the  caged  bird  when  first 
the  bars  are  unloosed,  so  they  shrank  back  from 
the  ills  they  knew  not  to  the  ills  they  had 
learnt  to  endure.  Before,  however,  Henri  had 
been  able  to  scan  every  face,  the  key  had  been 
found,  and   the  bond  which  knit   together   the 
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greatest  rogues  and  the  most  holy  martyrs,  the 
scum  of  society  and  the  dlite  of  the  learned, 
had  been  removed  in  a  moment,  and  while 
some  of  the  galley-slaves  still  stood  in  stupid 
wonder,  others  mingled  amongst  the  Camisards, 
who  now  were  flocking  round  in  consider- 
able numbers. 

But  all  this  time  Philippe  de  Cornelll  was 
lying  shot  through  the  breast  and  bleeding 
inwardly.  His  eyes  had  closed  upon  the  vic- 
torious charge  of  Cavalier  ;  and  when  he  had 
recovered  from  his  faint,  he  saw  the  ground 
thickly  strewn  with  his  wounded  friends,  many 
of  whom  were  being  tended  by  their  more 
fortunate  comrades. 

As  Philippe  lay  amongst  some  bushes  he  had 
not  attracted  notice  ;  and  there,  as  the  life-blood 
oozed  away,  his  thoughts  ran  back  on  the  days 
of  childhood,  and  visions  that  had  been  for- 
gotten under  the  overgrowth  of  later  experi- 
ences rose  with  all  the  vivid  colouring  of  a 
picture,  and  seemed  to  say  to  him,  "  The  past 
is  still  present  in  the  eye  of  the  Eternal.  The 
child  Philippe  and  the  youth  who  lies  dying  are 
the  same.  God  will  not  forget  a  single  holy 
thought,  nor  pass  by  one  sin  in  the  life  that  is 
now  setting,  but  which  will  have  elsewhere  its 
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rising."  And  the  thought  made  him  tremble 
and  seem  alone,  and  the  sunlight  appeared  to 
be  fading  from  the  landscape,  and  all  at  once  he 
shuddered  as  the  terrible  red  cap  came  between 
him  and  the  sky.  Was  it  not  some  Miquelet 
risen  to  plunge  his  long  bright  dagger  to  his 
heart  ? 

But  the  face  that  bent  over  him  was  gentle 
and  sad,  marked  with  lines  of  suffering  of  its 
own  ;  and  the  iron-grey  eyes  had  a  wistful  out- 
look brimming  with  sympathy,  as  if  the  pi^tiful 
sight  before  them  called  up  some  tender  flower 
of  reminiscence  ;  and  the  eyebrows  that  marked, 
with  the  softest  pencilling,  their  arching  outline, 
told  a  tale  of  the  razor  that  had  left  its  stigma 
upon  the  galley  slave.  And  the  tall  man  knelt 
on  the  turf  beside  the  dying  boy,  w^hose  eyes 
were  half  closed,  and  unloosed  the  fawn-skin 
doublet,  and  untied  the  cravat  of  muslin,  seek- 
ing to  stanch,  if  may  be,  the  blood  that  was 
welling  from  him.  There  was  a  look  of  pain 
and  sorrow  on  the  man's  brow  as  he  did  this 
gentle  service ;  for  who  would  not  grieve  to  see 
a  young  boy  stricken  unto  death  ?  But  as  his 
hands  move  amongst  the  blood-stained  vest  and 
linen  shirt,  a  black  ribbon  catches  his  fingers, 
and  a  little  portrait  turns  its  face  upon  him. 
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Good  God  !  it  Is  his  own  likeness  !  How  quick 
the  blood  rushes  to  the  face  of  the  agonized 
father !  how  the  placid  emotional  wave  of  pity- 
swells  Into  the  ocean  depths  of  parental  love 
and  parental  suffering  ! 

''  Philippe  !  Oh,  my  son,  my  son,  speak  to 
me  !     C'est  moi,  votre  pere,  qui  parle  !  " 

But  the  boy  nor  spake  nor  opened  his  eyes. 
One  prayer  the  Sieur  de  Cornelli  ejaculated 
ere  he  once  more  examined  the  wound.  The 
fair  breast  bore  no  ghastly  mark  upon  It,  only  a 
little  round  hole,  red  at  the  lips  of  the  orifice, 
from  which  one  thin  streak  of  crimson  blood 
slowly  trickled  ;  but  a  circle  of  livid  flesh  was 
forming  and  ever  widening  about  this  as  its 
centre,  deeply  contrasting  with  the  white  and 
pink  flesh  tints  of  the  unwounded  parts.  The 
distracted  father  saw  that  he  could  do  nothing, 
and  rose  with  a  strange  pallor  about  his  lips  to 
seek  for  a  cordial. 

As  he  hurried  across  the  vale  he  came  full 
upon  Henri,  who  no  sooner  recognized  his  old 
friend,  than  in  cheery  and  hearty  words  he  gave 
expression  to  the  joy  that  he  felt  in  beholding 
him  once  more.  Henri  was  running  on  in  heed- 
less light-heartedness,  the  old  dimple  making 
a  deeper  glen  than  ever  in  the  sunburnt  cheek, 
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when  he  suddenly  noticed  the  sleur's  quivering 
Hp  and  moistening  eye. 

''  Dieu ! "  he  exclaimed,  with  a  sudden  change 
of  tone  ;  ''  is  anything  wrong  ?  " 

"  Philippe  !  "  gasped  the  sieur.  **  Mon  fils  va 
mourir  !     God  help  me  ! " 

As  the  two  looked  towards  the  spot  where 
the  boy  was  lying,  they  saw  some  female  form 
bending  over  him  ;  it  was  La  grande  Marie. 

"See,"  she  said,  as  they  came  up;  "the 
•good  wine  has  quickened  his  heart,  and  he 
knows  us  !  But,  alas  !  the  bleeding  has  begun 
anew." 

"  Let  this  my  friend  come  near  him  ;  he  is 
Philippe's  father,"  said  Henri. 

"  Vraiment !  "  said  Marie  the  prophetess, 
making  way  with  a  deep  obeisance. 

The  boy  gazed  with  wide  eyes,  puzzled  for  a 
moment ;  but  when  his  father  spoke  to  him  in 
the  familiar  voice,  a  sweet  smile  broke  over  all 
his  face,  and  he  murmured,  "  Mon  pere  ! "  They 
embraced  ;  the  others  had  crept  away,  feeling 
that  they  had  no  business  in  so  solemn  a 
meeting. 

"  Surely  God  is  merciful  ;  He  will  not  take 
away  my  only  son- — my  darling  son  ! " 

"  Nay,  mon   pere,   weep  not  for  me  ;  I  am 
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going  to  see  my  mother.  In  heaven  there  Is 
neither  priest  nor  pasteur.  God  loves  those 
who  love  Him,  and  try  to  do  what  they  can  for 
Him.  I  do  not  fear  death  now.  I  follow  the 
good  Jesus." 

"  Oh,  my  son,  my  son  !  must  you  leave  me, 
and  you  so  young  and  fair  ?  " 

"  Hush  !  mon  cher  pere  !  Say,  '  Thy  will  be 
done,'  good  father.  We  shall  meet  beyond 
the  grave,  and  dear  mother  and  I  shall  be 
ready  to  welcome  you  with  our  golden  harps. 
Strange,  the  earth  grows  so  dim,  and  the  sun- 
beams are  not  so  warm  as  they  were.  Father, 
pray  for  me.  Be  sure  you  follow  ma  mere  et 
moi.     Adieu  !  I  must  sleep  a  little  now " 

The  clear  boyish  voice  had  been  growing 
fainter  as  his  eyelids  drooped  to  their  last  long 
slumber  ;  and  he  who  but  an  hour  before  would 
have  shuddered  at  the  idea  of  dying,  now  sank 
to  sleep,  the  sleep  of  weary  nature,  as  resignedly 
as  a  child  lays  his  rosy  cheek  upon  the  pillow. 

But  the  father  gazed  at  the  marble  features 
of  his  dead  son  with  a  stony,  tearless  grief — to 
come  so  near  happiness,  near  enough  to  lay 
hand  upon  the  flying  skirts  thereof,  and  yet  to 
miss  it.  How  we  do  grudge  heaven  to  those 
we  love  !  how  we  lament  when  they  are  taken 
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from  us  !  What  scenes  we  should  have  if  those 
who  are  about  to  die  should  indulofe  in  similar 
outbursts  of  sorrow  !  But  why  do  they  -  not  ? 
Apart  from  the  deadening  influence  of  physical 
weakness  upon  the  emotions,  may  we  not  say 
that  to  the  dying  a  few  years  of  separation 
seem  as  nothing,  for  they  are  face  to  face  with 
eternity,  whereas  to  us,  who  must  pass  the  long 
days  and  nights  weeping,  the  separation  seems 
terribly  long,  if  not  for  ever  ? 

Henri  returned  and  almost  lifted  the  Sieur 
de  Cornelli  from  his  knees.  How  changed 
from  the  straight-limbed  and  strong  sportsman 
who  hunted  around  the  bocage  of  Coutances. 
The  grey  hairs  were  now  plentifully  sprinkled 
amongst  the  black ;  a  sunken  cheek  and  a 
hollow  eye  marked  the  efficacy  of  that  discipline 
which  Louis  thought  suitable  for  independent 
thinkers,  and  this  recent  blow  struck  cruelly  at 
the  vital  forces  remaining.  He  staggered  and 
would  have  fallen,  but  Henri's  arm  was  about 
him  in  an  instant. 

*'  You  are  faint  and  weary,  and  cannot  march 
with  us  to-day.  There  is  a  rude  cabin  yonder, 
where  you  may  get  shelter  for  the  night,  and 
to-morrow,  if  all  goes  well  at  Servas,  I  will 
return  for  you  and  take  you  to  Mialet." 
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Henri  did  not  tell  him  that  his  daughter,  too, 
was  lost.  Enough  evil,  he  thought,  for  one 
day  at  least. 

Cavalier  arranged  that  some  half-dozen  fel- 
lows should  stay  and  bury  the  dead.  And  when 
the  Children  of  God  had  gone,  the  Sieur  de 
Cornelli  sat  on  a  stone  and  watched  the  digging 
of  his  son's  grave.  He  had  not  suffered  so 
much  in  all  the  weary  months  of  his  slavery  as 
he  endured  in  these  first  hours  of  bereavement ; 
but  yet  strange  thoughts  rushed  in  upon  his 
woe,  like  irreverent  stonemasons  intruding  upon 
some  cathedral  service. 

"  Ah !  sand  and  gravel  for  his  bed.  I  am 
glad  the  boy  is  not  to  sleep  in  clay.  Pah !  what 
a  collection  of  worms  ;  he  won't  like  that.  How 
pretty  lies  the  corse !  Only  one  thing  gone — 
the  soul !  But  I  never  knew  his  soul !  I  only 
saw  it  through  the  window  of  this  flesh.  Should 
I  know  it  again  if  I  saw  it  through  other  win- 
dows ?  Is  the  soul  anything  but  force,  and  has 
this  energeia  become  a  dunamis  elsewhere  ? 
Oh,  Philippe,  that  I  might  know  for  certain 
that  thou  art  still  living  and  conscious !  Mon 
ami,  pray  do  not  shovel  the  wet  gravel  so 
rudely  upon  his  pretty  face  !  Ah,  mon  Dieu  ! 
mon  Dieu ! " 
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When  on  the  evening  of  the  next  day  Henri 
had  conducted  some  of  the  Hberated  galley 
slaves  to  the  caves  of  Mialet,  the  following 
conversation  took  place  between  Castanet  and 
one  of  these,  as  they  supped  the  smoking 
bouillon. 

"  And  who  was  the  grave  and  noble-looking 
person  whom  mademoiselle  kissed  ?  " 

"  Ah  !  the  most  learned  and  gentle  scholar  I 
ever  saw,  albeit  they  do  say  he  savours  of 
Socinianism,  le  Sieur  de  Cornelli ;  all  the  savanls 
of  Paris  used  to  come  and  arQ^ue  with  him  in 
the  Tournelle — it  was  a  sight,  I  promise  yon." 

"  Ma  foi,  I  like  not  that,"  said  Castanet.  ''  All 
the  knowledge  necessary  for  man  lies  in  the 
Word  of  God.  I  like  not  this  secular  learning  ; 
it  is  almost  as  damnable  as  priestcraft.  We 
must  look  to  him,  or  he  will  tamper  with  the 
elect." 

*'  Ah,  le  pauvre  homme !  his  son  was  killed 
yesterday  ;  you  saw  how  sad  he  looked  ?  " 

''  Nay  ;  was  young  Philippe  slain  ?  The 
Lord  be  praised !  Then  has  my  prophecy 
come  out  true  !  But,  pauvre  gar9on  !  I  am 
sorry  for  him  ;  he  came  very  near  salvation. 
But,  alas  !  his  views  on  the  persistence  of  saints 
could  not  fail  but  damn  him." 
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Hereupon  the  theologian  replenished  his 
bowl  oi potage,  and  asked  in  livelier  tones — 

*'  Mais,  mon  ami,  you  were  at  the  taking  of 
Servas  :  oblige  me  by  a  short  account  of  how 
the  Lord's  people  quitted  themselves ;  it  wants 
an  hour  to  prayers." 

''  Well  !  you  know  this  Cavalier,  a  little  fair- 
haired  boy,  but  so  brave !  He  bien !  he  took 
six  of  us  galley  slaves  along  with  his  own  men 
who  were  dressed  in  the  uniforms  stripped  from 
the  enemy,  and  away  we  marched  as  if  we  had 
been  so  many  of  the  king's  troops.  Cavalier 
had  found  in  the  pocket  of  one  of  the  fallen 
officers  an  order  signed  by  le  Comte  Broglie, 
directing  all  consuls  to  lodge  him  and  his  men 
along  their  line  of  march  ;  with  this  and  the 
order  of  the  line  of  march,  which  he  got  from 
the  hamlet  of  Plans,  he  goes  to  the  consul  and 
says,  '  Monsieur,  I  have  beaten  the  Camisards, 
and  taken  six  galley  slaves  whom  they  had 
rescued  from  a  chain  passing  south ;  'twere 
better,  methinks,  to  put  them  in  the  chateau 
yonder  for  safe  keeping.  So  the  consul  goes 
to  the  commandant  of  the  castle,  and  tells  him 
that  the  nephew  of  le  Comte  Broglie  (the  name 
Cavalier  had  given)  requested  admittance." 

"  Humph  !  "  growled  Castanet.      ''  I  like  not 
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pious  frauds  ;  that  comes  of  giving  high  posts 
to  mere  boys.  I'll  warrant  that  lie  laid  him  by 
the  heels,  now  !  " 

"  Au  contraire  !  the  Lord  prospered  it  unto 
him  abundantly.  We  were  all  admitted  into 
the  castle,  where  a  good  supper  was  laid  out  for 
us,  and  the  governor  showed  our  Cavalier  round 
the  ramparts,  being  at  much  pains  to  point  out 
to  him  the  weak  parts,  whereat  our  young 
officer  had  much  ado  to  keep  from  laughing  in 
his  face.  As  the  officers  all  sat  at  supper,  our 
men,  as  had  been  ordered,  took  care  to  drop 
into  the  room,  one  by  one,  as  if  for  orders  ;  and 
suddenly,  on  a  signal  being  given,  the  governor 
and  his  officers  were  seized  and  bound.  At  the 
same  time  the  guard  outside  was  attacked  and 
overpowered.  The  outer  gates  were  open,  the 
rest  of  the  Children  of  God  rushed  in,  and  so, 
mes  amis,  the  castle  was  taken,  and  the  gar- 
rison put  to  the  sword." 

The  grim  mountaineers,  who  had  drawn  near 
to  listen  to  the  story,  burst  into  biblical  ap- 
plause, but  Castanet  murmured,  with  knitted 
brow — 

**  I  like  not  these  successes  that  wait  upon 
a  lying  tongue.  Think  ye,  my  brethren,  that 
the  Lord's  arm  is  shortened,  that  He  cannot 

VOL.  III.  p 
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save  His  people,  but  they  must  fly  to  evil  arts  ? 
Well,  monsieur,  what  followed  ?  " 

"  We  set  fire  to  the  castle,  and  set  off,  bearing 
to  the  magazine  at  Bouquet  all  the  arms,  ammu- 
nition, and  provision  which  we  could  find.  But 
hardly  had  we  proceeded  a  mile  on  our  journey, 
when  a  terrific  explosion  took  place,  shaking 
the  ground  like  an  earthquake,  and  turning 
back,  we  saw  the  ruins  of  the  Chateau  Servas 
hurled  into  the  air  ! " 

At  this  moment,  Roland  Laporte  entered  the 
great  hall,  and  beckoning  to  some  of  his  officers 
to  approach  the  fire,  said — - 

"  Our  new  guest,  le  Sieur  de  Cornelli,  brings 
important  news  from  Paris.  The  Prince  of 
Orange  is  preparing  to  invade  England  in  the 
cause  of  religious  freedom.  The  sieur  has  the 
best  authority  for  saying  that  if  all  succeeds  in 
England  we  shall  see  an  English  fieet  next 
spring  in  the  Mediterranean  !  So  cheer  up, 
mes  camarades ;  *  no  taxes  and  freedom  of 
conscience,'  and  hurrah  for  the  Prince  of 
Orange  ! " 

The  caves  of  Mialet  echoed  to  the  un- 
accustomed cry,  but  the  brave  rebels  of  the 
Cevennes  had  need  to  cry  later,  in  their  hour 
of  distress,  "  Put  not  your  trust  in  princes." 
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To-night,  however,  hope  ran  high,  and  the 
hymns  that  rose  and  reverberated  in  the  lime- 
stone grottoes  were  jubilant,  and  full  of  praise 
to  the  Eternal. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

The  spring-time  leaps  amid  the  ranges  of  the 
Cevennes  with  a  sudden  bound.  You  may  go 
to  sleep  to-night  with  your  cheek  and  ears 
tingling  from  the  howling,  ice-cold  wind,  and 
to-morrow  the  air  shall  be  soft  and  balmy,  the 
sunshine  fierce  enough  to  drive  you  to  the 
shady  side  of  the  road,  and  after  one  or  two 
such  days  you  shall  see  the  blue-bells,  crocuses, 
and  anemones  blowing  over  moss  and  fell.  The 
peasantry,  who  have  been  shut  up  all  the  winter 
in  their  cabins,  carding,  spinning,  weaving  drug- 
get and  serge,  now  come  forth  and  journey  to 
the  market-towns  in  the  lowlands  with  the 
winter  s  tale  of  work. 

It  was  now  the  month  of  May,  the  sweetest 
month  of  all  in  that  southern  region,  and  the  hill- 
sides were  ablaze  with  a  wealth  of  wild  flowers. 
The  Gardon  d'Anduze,  as  if  glad  to  be  freed 
from  the  fetters  that  ice  and  snow  had  set  to 
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chafe  his  sides,  now  bickered  and  danced, 
and  murmured  a  soothing  lullaby  through  the 
sunlit  valley. 

The  peasants  doffed  their  caps  respectfully  as 
an  elderly  gentleman,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  a 
tall,  fair-haired  girl,  strolled  along  the  banks  of 
the  rivulet.  All  had  come  to  know  him,  the 
noble  galley  slave ;  and  they  had  known  the 
high-spirited  boy  whose  loss  he  mourned. 
They  knew,  too,  that  he  had  influence  with 
great  men  away  yonder  at  Paris,  and  .that 
Roland  leaned  on  him  for  advice,  and  that 
the  Children  of  God  listened  to  his  eloquence, 
and  avowed  that  he  possessed  the  highest  gift 
— le  do7t,  the  gift  of  preaching. 

Tenderly  had  the  English  girl  watched  over 
the  convalescence  of  her  friend  and  whilome 
protector,  leading  him  where  the  chill  north- 
west wind  would  not  blow,  lending  a  strong 
arm  and  a  straight  back  when  it  was  needful 
to  climb  the  rocky  cliffs,  putting  forth  all  her 
skill  in  cooking  to  provide  food  delicate  and 
nutritious  for  a  digestion  marred  by  the  king's 
fare  :  and  now,  in  less  than  a  month,  Ethel  was 
rewarded  by  seeing  something  of  the  old  vigour 
return  to  the  shattered  frame,  by  hearing  a 
cheerier  tone  in  the  deep,  musical  voice,  and  by 
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being  sensible  of  a  lighter  pressure  on  her  arm 
as  they  took  their  daily  promenade  down  or 
up  the  valley. 

The  news  of  his  daughter  s  disappearance  had 
not  affected  him  like  Philippe's  death.  He  would 
often  speak  of  her,  and  wonder  if  she  had  fled 
voluntarily  to  take  the  vows ;  but  when  such  a 
supposition  was  mentioned  Henri  would  take 
up  the  cudgels  for  Marie,  and  offer  to  stake  his 
life  she  had  been  carried  away  by  force. 

Ethel,  too,  had  lost  a  friend,  if  nothing  more. 
It  was  Henri's  painful  duty  to  inform  her  that 
amongst  the  slain  was  Du  Hamel  ;  at  the  same 
time  he  told  her  what  Du  Hamel  had  said  to 
him  on  the  morning  of  the  battle — how  Marie 
had  been  led  to  believe  that  he,  Henri,  and 
Ethel  had  a  secret  liking  for  one  another — a 
most  ridiculous  mistake  ! 

"  Most  ridiculous ! "  echoed  Ethel,  looking 
very  foolish,  and  feeling  that  she  was  blushing 
down  her  neck  and  to  the  roots  of  her  hair  ; 
and  when  Henri  saw  tears,  he  said  to  himself, 
"  Pauvre  enfant !  she  loved  him,  then  !  " 

And  when  Pontorson's  letter  was  discussed, 
the  sieur  was  urgent  that  he  and  Ethel  should 
make  for  England  as  soon  as  possible,  and  that 
Henri  should  make  all  inquiries  for  Marie  in 
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the  lowland  towns;  that  if  fortune  favoured 
him  he  was  to  hasten  with  her  to  England. 

It  gave  Ethel  a  twinge  to  note  how  cheer- 
fully Henri  accepted  this  task :  clearly  she  had 
made  a  mistake.  But  one  day,  as  they  sauntered 
by  the  Gardon,  plucking  the  orchis  and  wild 
violet,  only  a  few  days  before  their  departure, 
Ethel  said  to  her  companion — 

"  I  wondered  that  you  should  have  given 
your  voice  to  depart  before  we  have  discovered 
poor  Marie,  and  even  while  you  are  still  far 
from  strong." 

The  sieur  replied,  "  It  does  seem  unfeeling, 
but  I  have  my  reasons,  which  I  did  not  care  to 
put  before  Henri.  In  the  first  place,  I  more 
than  suspect  that  the  dear  girl  has  been  carried 
away  by  her  religious  ardour — that  regard  for 
the  authority  of  the  Church  which  her  mother 
showed  so  profoundly  poor  Marie  strongly 
inherits ;  but  I  would  not  trouble  Henri  with 
such  doubts.  He  loves  her  so  well — 'twould  be 
a  pity  to  wound  him." 

*'  Certainement  ;  there  is  no  doubt  he  could 
love  none  other  so  well." 

"  I  know  not  that,  mon  amie ;  a  man's  heart 
is  good  for  a  plurality  of  loves,  give  him  one  at 
a  time.     They  say  we  forget  the  old  love  ;   I 
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trow  not !  Voyez-vous !  what  a  man  needs  is 
love — the  melody  setting  his  heart  throbbing 
with  sweet  sounds  of  heaven  ;  but  what  a 
woman  needs  is  the  man  loved — the  very  one 
individual  who  plays  upon  the  chords  of  her 
inmost  being." 

"  Oui,  c'est  vrai ! "  sighed  Ethel,  not  sure  if 
any  had  yet  rightly  touched  those  strings  for 
her ;  then,  after  a  pause,  she  added — 

*'  But  suppose  he  contrives  her  release  ;  will 
there  be  not  some  impropriety  in  their  travelling 
together  and  alone  ?  Have  you  considered 
that?" 

"  I  regard  them  already  as  man  and  wife.  I 
should  advise  Henri  to  have  the  marriage  cele- 
brated at  once :  would  not  that  be  feasible, 
think  you  ?  " 

"  Unless  Marie  objects,"  said  Ethel,  hesi- 
tatingly. "  I  am  not  so  sure  that  she  would 
consent  to  marry  Henri  at  all,  much  less  in  so 
hasty  a  manner." 

"  I  understand  that  the  two  young  people 
have  been  labouring  under  some  misunder- 
standing, the  cause  of  which  has  been  removed 
by  an  explanation,  or  rather,  I  should  say,  the 
cause  of  which  existed  only  in  the  imagination 
— n'est-ce  pas  ?  " 
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"It  was  entirely  unfounded,"  said  Ethel, 
indulging  at  the  time  in  the  guilty  reflection 
that  Marie  had  been  jealous  of  her  when  there 
was  no  cause,  but  that  now,  when  her  jealousy 
was  likely  to  be  removed,  its  cause  was  really 
appearing. 

"He  bien  !  if  the  girl  is  willing  to  follow  her 
father  to  Protestant  England,  I  imagine  she  will 
consent  to  marry  Henri.  The  only  objection 
remaining  will  be  that  he  is  not  of  her  faith ;  I 
hope  to  get  over  that,  for  I  have  written  Jier 
at  length  on  the  subject,  and  Henri  will  deliver 
my  letter  into  her  hands." 

"  Then  you  depart  so  soon  because  you 
hardly  hope  he  will  recover  Marie  ?  " 

"  Precisement !  and  also,  because  if  he  should 
be  so  fortunate  as  to  find  her,  their  absolute 
dependence  on  one  another  must  hasten  the 
marriage." 

"  They  will  "make  a  very  happy  man  and 
wife,"  stammered  Ethel. 

"  Can  you  doubt  it  ?  They  will  supply  each 
other  s  mutual  defects.  Marie  requires  direction, 
Henri  emotional  impulse ;  blend  the  two  minds 
together,  and  the  compound  is  a  moral  improve- 
ment. But  besides  this  consideration,  there  is 
another  which   weighs   with    me,    beyond   the 
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importance  of  our  putting  in  a  claim  as  soon  as 
possible  for  the  estate  left  you  by  the  comte, 
and  that  is  no  slight  or  trivial  reason  to  beggars, 
eh,  Ethel  ?  I  would  not  dwell  on  such  a 
subject  to  Henri,  for  any  criticism  on  the  Re- 
formed would  only  awaken  old  doubts  not 
long  lulled  to  sleep.  The  fact  is,  my  experience 
of  our  brethren,  both  in  the  dungeon  and  here 
in  the  desert,  has  given  rise  to  much  disappoint- 
ment, and  makes  me  long  to  get  away  into  an 
atmosphere  where  religion  is  less  a  matter  of 
party  conflict.  You  have  seen  and  heard  how  I 
have  already  had  arguments  more  heated  than 
wise  with  Castanet  and  his  like ;  if  I  stay  much 
longer  I  shall  get  myself  and  my  friends  into 
trouble.  I  find  it  difficult  not  to  protest  against 
this  new  idolatry  of  the  Bible,  which  our  Re^ 
formed  have  set  up  as  another  pope,  to  deter- 
mine not  only  dogmas  on  every  conceivable 
■question  that  may  arise,  but  to  prescribe  rules 
for  the  minutest  affairs  of  our  conduct,  and  to 
narrow  down,  limit,  and  confine  human  reason 
to  just  that  level  of  progress  which  the  world  had 
reached  when  each  particular  portion  of  the 
scripture  happened  to  be  composed.  An  atro- 
cious parodox !  If  such  is  to  be  the  outcome  of 
Protestantism,   I  should  prefer  a   living   pope, 
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who  might  be  Influenced  by  the  learning  of  his 
age,  to  the  dead  letter  of  an  unalterable  manu- 
script !  Then  mark  the  excluslveness  of  these 
Calvlnlsts — they  will  not  stir  a  finger  to  bring 
the  Irreligious  to  a  knowledge  of  a  better  and 
holier  life.  They  are  so  taken  up  with  the 
privileges  of  the  elect,  and  take  so  smug  a  satis- 
faction in  the  damnation  of  the  world — aye,  and 
of  Innocent  babes  who  never  knew  what  sin 
was — and  then  they  call  themselves  les  Enfants 
de  DIeu — '  enfants  gates  '  would  be  nearer  4:he 
mark  !  But  I  shock  you,  Ethel  ;  and  I  must 
remember,  in  censuring  the  Reformed,  what 
were  the  evils  which  they  have  given  their 
lives  to  combat  and,  if  possible,  to  remedy.  The 
stick  will  come  straight  some  day.  I  am  a  fool 
to  quarrel  with  it  because  my  friends  have 
beilt  It  too  much  the  other  way  !  But  to  live 
with  them,  one  must  be  either  a  prophet  or  an 
obedient  slave  :  and  to  be  a  prophet,  one  must 
think  exactly  in  the  lines  marked  out  by  the 
lawyer  of  Geneva  ;  for  our  Reformed  Church  Is 
a  democracy,  when  It  Is  not  a  despotism.  And 
there  again  I  want  to  see  how  things  work 
In  England,  where  the  Establishment  allows, 
within  certain  limits,  for  the  play  of  reason,  and 
combines  therewith  the  love  of  authority  and 
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religious  art  in  a  manner  quite  unknown  to  our 
brethren.  Anything  one-sided,  you  may  be 
quite  sure,  will  ultimately  decay.  A  religious 
system  must  be  the  measure  of  man,  and  not 
an  abstract  of  his  thoughts  and  a  brief  epitome 
of  his  heart." 

Ethel  did  not  say  anything,  but  she  had  a 
shrewd  suspicion  that  the  sieur  would  not  find 
in  England  the  same  toleration  of  differences 
and  equipoise  of  contrary  tendencies  which  he 
was  disposed  to  count  upon.  In  fact,  he  had 
lately  come  across  the  writings  of  Collet  and 
Sir  Thomas  More,  and  had  adopted  general 
views  on  the  Reformation  in  England  from 
these  early  teachings  of  the  Oxford  Reform- 
ers, not  knowing  that  they  had  been  lost 
sight  of  by  all  but  a  poor  minority  when  the 
dogmatism  of  Luther  and  Calvin  deluged  ^the 
parched  and  thirsting  consciences  of  the 
Commonwealth. 

As  the  time  drew  near  for  their  departure, 
great  sorrow  was  expressed  among  the  Cami- 
sards  at  losing  Ethel,  ''la  fille  d'or,"  as  they 
used  to  call  her — ^for  her  courage  and  tenderness 
had  won  their  admiration  and  love  in  no  common 
degree — and  a  solemn  service  was  held  under 
the  great  dome  of  the  caves  for  their  safe  jour- 
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ney.  Henri  was  to  remove  to  Euzet,  where, 
with  Cavaher,  he  might  visit  the  towns  near 
the  coast,  and  Maintenon  was  to  be  left  In  his 
charge. 

Ethel  and  the  Sieur  de  Cornelli  were  to  take 
a  sheep  and  two  lambs  in  a  little  cart  drawn  by 
a  mountain  pony,  one  of  the  women  from  Mialet 
was  also  to  accompany  them,  and  thus  they 
were  to  try  and  make  their  way  to  La  Rochelle 
under  the  guise  of  a  small  propridtaire  and  his 
family  driving  to  market.  ^ 

As  Henri  pressed  Ethel's  hand  at  parting 
and  whispered,  "Adieu,  ma  soeur,  take  care  of 
him  ! "  she  felt  a  new  joy  warming  her  heart. 
Yes  !  it  was  a  privilege  to  be  chosen  to  watch 
over  the  steps  of  one  who  had  suffered  so  much 
for  conscience'  sake,  to  listen  to  his  thoughtful 
conversation,  and  to  earn  his  gratitude  and  love. 
And  since  he  had  needed  her  aid  and  leaned 
upon  her  arm,  she  had  ceased  to  be  afraid  of 
him  ;  nay,  she  had  begun  to  meet  his  gaze  with 
something  of  a  daughter's  wistfulness,  and  had 
discovered  a  softness  in  the  glance  of  his  dark 
eyes,  and  a  tenderness  In  the  tone  of  his  voice, 
which  she  had  never  noted  before.  And  when 
she  saw  the  colour  returning  to  his  cheek,  she 
almost  grudged  him  his  recovery,  lest  with  the 
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fulness  of  manhood  he  should  withdraw  from 
the  sympathetic  union  which  his  weakness  had 
established  between  them.  And  already,  when 
building  airy  castles  in  the  future,  she  seemed  to 
see  herself  taking  the  arm  of  an  elderly,  martial- 
looking  gentleman,  while  the  neighbours  turned 
and  whispered,  ''  There  goes  a  nobleman  who 
was  ruined  for  obeying  his  conscience  rather 
than  his  king,  and  that  girl  has  devoted  her 
life  to  taking  care  of  him." 

To  be  the  friend  and  stay  of  the  Sieur  de 
Cornelli,  after  having  tended  him  as  a  mother 
tends  her  sick  child,  naturally  appeared  to  Ethel 
now  as  more  noble  and  even  more  attractive 
than  to  be  the  wife  of  an  ordinary  man.  Du 
Hamel  was  a  child  in  comparison,  Henri  had 
not  half  his  depth  of  feeling,  ''  And  I  am  glad 
he  is  so  much  older  than  I." 

With  such  and  similar  reflections,  Ethel  con- 
gratulated herself  on  her  approaching  experience 
of  a  ''friendship  between  the  sexes."  And 
when,  in  the  grey  mist  of  a  May  dawning,  they 
took  their  seats  side  by  side  on  the  plank  that 
spanned  the  market-cart,  the  sieur  with  his  iron- 
grey  hair  and  Ethel  with  flowing  tresses  of 
yellow,  they  would  have  passed  well  for  father 
and  child. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

It  was  late  in  the  month  of  May  when  two 
merchants,  with  their  saddle-bags  flapping. by 
the  side  of  their  sturdy  ponies,  rode  through 
the  undulating  but  arid  and  stony  country  which 
lies  south  of  Alais.  It  was  yet  early  morning ; 
the  pink  and  gold  was  just  beginning  to  tint  the 
mountain  tops  in  the  direction  of  Cannes,  but  a 
mist,  grey  and  chill,  was  hovering  above  the  sur- 
face of  the  lowlands,  making  the  bare  rocks 
that  rose  here  and  there  through  the  thin  crust 
of  soil  look  phantom-like  to  the  traveller.  But 
in  a  few  minutes  the  sun  uprose,  and  away 
scattered  mist  and  fog,  revealing  clusters  of  mul- 
berry trees,  olives,  and  chestnuts,  and  making 
the  beautiful  almond  blossoms  glisten  with  silver 
dewdrops. 

But  it  was  not  the  sudden  appearance  of  the 
landscape,  nor  the  exquisite  pink  of  the  almond 
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blossom,  that  called  forth  the  exclamation  of 
surprise  which  burst  from  both  the  travellers  at 
once ;  for  beyond  them  they  saw  the  goal  at 
which  they  were  aiming — a  city,  white  as  though 
her  walls  and  palaces  were  made  of  marble, 
clustering  about  a  Cyclopean  mass,  as  it  seemed, 
which  rose  high  above  bastion  and  tower,  yet 
with  such  fine  grace  and  elegant  proportion  of 
parts  that  the  whole  would  not  have  appeared 
so  immense,  had  there  been  no  houses  where- 
with to  compare  it. 

"  That  then  is  Nimes — the  Nemausus  of  the 
Romans.  But  tell  me,  Cavalier,  what  is  yon 
gigantic  pile  which  aims  at  heaven  ?  " 

''  That,  Monsieur  le  lieutenant,  is  the  old 
Roman  theatre — '  les  arenes,'  as  we  call  it — in 
which  many  of  our  brethren  have  suffered  for 
the  faith." 

Henri,  for  he  it  was,  rode  on  in  silence.  He 
was  picturing  to  himself  the  cruel  scenes  that 
had  been  enacted  in  that  noble  building — the 
fights  of  wild  beasts,  the  gladiatorial  combats, 
the  burning  of  Christians,  the  racking  of  heretics, 
the  naval  fights  when  the  arena  was  flooded 
with  water,  and  the  pageantry  and  bravery  of 
the  imperial  suite  and  the  chiefs  of  Provincia. 

When  at  last  they  reached  the  north  port  of 
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the  city,  they  found  the  warder  just  unbarring 
the  heavy  gates,  and  had  to  answer  to  his  sum- 
mons as  to  who  they  were  and  whence  they 
came.  Then  they  rode  on  through  the  streets, 
just  awakening  Into  busy  Hfe,  past  the  espla- 
nade, then,  as  now,  planted  with  trees,  and  the 
fashionable  lounge  of  gallant  and  fair  lady,  and 
turning  up  the  Rue  St.  Antolne,  they  sought  a 
hostelry  near  the  garden  of  the  Recollets,  a 
Franciscan  convent,  and  In  sight  of  the  "  maison 
carr^e,"  as  the  old  Roman  temple  was  called, 
whose  Corinthian  columns  are  almost  as  perfect 
as  the  day  they  were  raised.  Mine  host,  see- 
ing two  merchants,  to  all  appearances,  ride  Into 
his  stable-yard,  came  hobbling  round  on  gouty 
feet  to  bid  them  welcome. 

*'  Bon  jour,  messieurs,  you  are  wise  to  ride  in 
so  early,  for  had  you  come  two  hours  later,  I 
could  not  have  found  you  a  stall  for  your  nags. 
Nous  aurons  beaucoup  de  monde." 

"  Vraiment !  "  said  Cavalier.  "  Why,  what  is 
toward  to-day  ?" 

"  Est-il  possible  ?  Does  not  monsieur  know 
that  to-day  we  hold  a  festival  under  the  direc-. 
tion  of  Monselgneur  Flechler,  I'Eveque,  and 
that  after  the  processions  there  is  to  be  a 
spectacle  extraordinaire  in  the  arena  ?  " 

VOL.  III.  Q 
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"  Comment !  "  said  Henri,  "  shall  we  see  the 
sisters  also  from  the  convents  ?  " 

"  Ha,  ha !  monsieur  has  a  taste  for  preserved 
game  ! "  cried  mine  host,  laughing  till  his 
rotunda  in  front  came  parlous  near  bursting  the 
band  by  which  it  was  .encircled,  while  his  sides 
shook  like  blanc-mange. 

While  Cavalier  went  about  his  business, 
which  was  to  buy  gunpowder,  Henri  amused 
himself  by  strolling  about  the  city,  which  is  one 
of  the  most  beautiful  and  interesting  in  all 
France.  After  he  had  entered  the  maison 
carrd  and  admired  the  remnants  of  antique 
sculpture  which  were  scattered  about  in  careless 
profusion,  he  passed  towards  the  south-west, 
until  he  came  to  a  square,  planted  with  trees 
and  adorned  with  the  antique  ruins  of  an  old 
temple  of  the  Nymphs  ;  on  his  right  were  the 
Roman  baths,  with  their  Doric  fluted  columns, 
then  fallen  into  decay  and  strewn  with  refuse, 
fragments  of  old  frieze  and  capital,  and  deco- 
rated after  Nature's  wild  wantonness  with  many 
a  sweet  new-born  flower. 

As  he  stood  leaning  over  the  stone  balus- 
trade and  gazing  down  into  the  spacious  inter- 
columnar  recesses,  wishing  that  some  fairy 
would  restore  the  baths  to  their  original  purity, 
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that  he  might  swim  and  refresh  himself  this 
warm  May  morning,  some  one  tapped  him  on 
the  shoulder.  He  turned,  and  saw  a  square-built 
man  of  middle  age,  dressed  in  the  fashion  of 
the  time — a  doublet  adorned  with  ribbons,  and 
over  this  a  blue  cloak  broidered  with  silver ; 
boot^  reaching  nearly  to  the  knees  and  bulging 
outwards  at  the  top  ;  knots  of  coloured  ribbons 
fluttering  at  elbow  and  knee ;  a  wide,  low- 
crowned  hat,  swept  by  a  feather  that  trailed 
over  the  left  shoulder. 

*'  Really  you  have  the  advantage  of  me,"  said 
Henri,  after  scanning  the  stranger's  face. 

The  latter  made  a  low  bow,  and  designedly 
pushed  his  hat  in  Henri's  face. 

"  Now,  by  St.  Antony!  I  will  draw  my  sword 
.upon  thee  !     Beware  ! " 

■  The  stranger  only  laughed  and  said,  "  Com- 
ment, Henri !  "  and  removed  his  hat 

"  Ah,  Jules,  mon  frere  ! "  exclaimed  the  other. 
They  saluted  each  other  warmly  on  the  cheek. 
"  And  what  dost  thou  here,  Jules  ?  " 

"  Thou  knowest  that  the  Prince  of  Orange  is 
meditating  an  invasion,  eh  i^ — I  see  thou  dost — 
yes,  of  England !  H6  bien,  some  of  our  naval 
officers  have  been  ordered  to  travel  about  the 
Cevennes  disguised,  as  you  see  me,  and  hold 
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out  inducements  to  the  rebels  to  persist  until 
next  year,  when  we  may  be  able  to  give  Louis 
some  little  trouble.  But  thou,  Henri,  art  in 
small  favour  with  the  prince,  for  it  hath  got  to 
his  ears  that  some  wench  detains  thee  in  these 
parts,  and  that  thou  hast  forsworn  his  service 
for  that  of  Aphrodite.  Nay,  man,  thy  blush 
betrays  thee  ! " 

'•A  truce  to  thy  banter,  Jules.  When  I  took 
service  with  William  of  Orange,  I  obtained 
special  permission  from  him  to  aid  and  abet  the 
family  of  De  Cornelli,  as  my  father  very  well 
knows." 

'*  Cest  vrai ! — to  aid  them  in  escaping  from 
France,  because  the  sloop  in  which  thou  wert 
sailing  was  told  off  for  the  purpose  of  helping 
the  Huguenot  refugees,  who  may  be  useful  to  us 
when  we  land  on  the  English  coast ;  but  thou 
hast  tacked  thyself  on  to  this  family  like  any 
lady's  page  in  tight-fitting  silk  stockings,  and 
art  doing  no  service  to  them  or  to  thyself,  or 
yet  to  the  prince,  thy  master." 

Henri,  accustomed  from  boyhood  to  obey  his 
eldest  brother,  could  not  help  feeling  the  spell 
that  old  associations  will  ever  weave  about  us ; 
and  though  he  had  not  met  his  brother  for 
many  years,  bent  his  eyes  to  the  ground,  and 
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felt  that  there  was  justice  in  the  rebuke  he  had 
received. 

*'  Allons  done,"  continued  Jules,  seeing  the 
impression  his  words  had  made  ;  "  quit  this  wild 
fantasy  and  accompany  me  back  to  my  ship." 

''  I  cannot  do  it,  Jules.  I  have  promised  her 
father  I  would  stay  and  make  search  for  her;  so 
let  me  be." 

"  Her  father  ?  Why,  he  is  in  one  of  the 
galleys  at  Marseilles  !  " 

**  Pardon  me  !  We  rescued  him  en  route,  and 
he  is  now  on  his  way  to  the  west  coast,  whence 
he  is  to  take  ship  for  England." 

"  A  thousand  pities  !  he  runs  grave  risks  that 
way.  The  frontiers  are  all  watched  closely  ;  not 
a  mouse  can  escape." 

*'  What  else  could  he  do,  Jules  ?  We  knew 
not  that  a  Dutch  ship  was  so  near." 

''  Of  course  not.  But  I  prythee,  Henri,  listen 
to  me  now.  From  all  I  have  heard,  you  are 
following  an  ignis  fatuus.  This  silly  Norman 
girl  does  not  love  you  so  much  as  her  confessor, 
le  Pere  Beretti." 

*    ''  Beretti  est  mort ! "  said  Henri,  in  his  short 
dry  manner  when  offended. 

''  Le  diable  !  Well,  my  informant,  a  monk, 
told  me  last  night,  at  one  of  those  new  houses 
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of  entertainment  which  they  call  a  cafd,  that 
the  only  person  this  silly  wench  cared  for  was 
her  brother  Philippe,  and " 

"  Philippe  est  mort ! "  interrupted  Henri, 
stooping  to  pluck  a  flower  that  was  clambering 
up  one  of  the  marble  pillars  of  the  Roman 
bath. 

''  Le  diable  !  Well,  this  monk,  who  seemed 
to  know  all  about  the  family " 

"  Stay,  mon  frere  ;  had  he  ferret  eyes  and  a 
cheek  pitted  with  small-pox  ?  " 

"  The  same — a  most  entertaining  companion. 
I  wonder  how " 

''Beware-  of  that  man!  an  unscrupulous 
Benedictine !  Should  he  once  get  an  inkling 
of  who  you  are,  your  life  is  not  worth  a  groat !  " 

"  Oh,  for  the  matter  of  that,  I  professed  to 
him  that  I  had  known  you  in  the  king's  service; 
and  as  we  are  nothing  alike  in  face,  he  would 
not  suspect  our  kinship.  But,  to  the  point, 
Henri  :  do  you  mean  to  throw  away  your 
chance  of  promotion  for  a  chit  who  runs  away 
to  a  nunnery  ?  " 

"  Comment !  did  the  monk  tell  you  that 
Marie  had  fled  to  a  convent  ? " 

"  I  forget.  He  said  something  about  a  con- 
vent, I  believe," 
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"  Oh,  Jules,  if  you  have  ever  loved,  you  can 
understand  why  I  am  willing  to  throw  away 
honourable  ambition  in  her  service." 

"  Nay,  then  have  I  never  loved  !  for  it 
seems  to  me  nothing,  short  of  impiety  to 
squander  life  and  strength  in  running  after 
this  little  Papist.  What !  is  the  cause  of  our 
religion  nothing  to  thee  ?  Is  the  name  of 
liberty  not  dearer  to  thee  than  this  silken  cap- 
tivity ?  Bethink  thee,  Henri,  how  the  gallant 
peoples  of  Europe  are  suffering  injustice  and 
persecution  at  the  hands  of  their  tyrannical 
rulers,  and  that  thou  and  I,  and  a  host  more, 
are  commissioned  by  the  angel  of  the  Future 
to  fight  in  Freedom's  sacred  cause — the  cause 
of  the  learned  and  the  good,  of  women  and 
helpless  children  !  Oh  !  if  I  should  ever  come 
to  prefer  my  own  selfish  affections  to  the  wel- 
fare of  my  fellow-men,  verily  I  think  I  should 
despise  myself ! " 

Henri  had  listened  with  shame  glowing  on 
either  cheek  to  his  brother  s  eloquent  appeal ; 
for  it  was  spoken  with  the  God-like  fire  of 
earnestness,  and  every  word  stirred  the  long 
dormant  hopes  and  ambition  that  the  love  of 
Marie  had  been  allowed  to  quench.  As  Jules 
ceased  he  looked  up,   and  his  eye  caught  the 
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kindling  fire  ;  his  bosom  heaved  with  the  great 
wave  of  sympathy  which  nobler  thoughts  had 
evoked  within  him,  and  for  the  moment,  with 
Marie  poised  in  one  scale  and  humanity  in  the 
other,  he  was  ready  to  surrender  his  private 
regard  for  the  general  good. 

They  repaired  to  a  cafd  on  the  esplanades 
and  took  their  ddjeuner  under  an  awning  in 
front  of  the  house,  where  they  could  see  and 
enjoy  the  various  sights  and  pageantry  of  the 
streets. 

It  was  now  verging  towards  noon,  and  signs 
were  apparent  of  some  unusual  spectacle,  for 
the  roadway  was  full  of  holiday  people  in  holi- 
day attire,  and  fat  priests  in  wide  beavers  and 
long  cassocks  and  their  sprucest  wigs  (for 
priests  were  now  allowed  to  wear  wigs,  except 
during  the  mass  service) ;  and  monks  of  every 
order  and  in  every  habit  were  hurrying  by  to 
join  in  the  procession  ;  and  bishops  and  digni- 
taries of  Languedoc  came  rolling  by  in  their 
great  state  carriages,  that  swung  and  rocked 
and  nodded  upon  their  leathern  springs,  while 
the  six  white  horses,  caparisoned  with  flower- 
embroidered  harness,  nodded  their  tinkling 
heads  and  made  light  of  the  huge  ruts  that 
cut  into   the   yielding   soil   which    the    natives 
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called  their  streets ;  and  the  magistrates  rode 
by  in  their  red  gowns  and  the  sable  collars 
in  which  they  wrapped  themselves  like  so  many 
cats ;  and  physicians  came  ambling  along  on 
their  mules,  dressed  in  long  black  gowns,  and 
wearing  square  soft  caps  ;  and  the  men  of 
mohair,  as  the  citizens  were  called,  mingled 
with  the  blue  blouses  of  the  country  folk ;  and 
city  dames  came  stepping  by,  arrayed  in  the 
modest  "  innocente,"  (a  flowing  dress  which  con- 
cealed the  figure,  and  encircled  by  no  girdle,) 
and  wearing  a  low  coiffure  slightly  powdered  ; — 
for  there  were  three  things  which  King  Louis 
thundered  against :  tobacco,  perfumed  gloves, 
and  high  coiffures. 

But  as  Henri  and  his  brother  sipped,  their 
hypocras,  talking  of  their  mutual  adventures, 
and  exchanging  now  and  then  a  quip  or  merry 
jest  with  some  pert  damsel  whose  spirits  effer- 
vesced upon  them  in  saucy  badinage,  the  blast 
of  trumpets  announced  the  approach  of  the 
long-expected  procession,  and  a  company  of 
dragoons  rode  down  the  street,  clearing  a  pas- 
sage, not  without  blows  from  the  flat  sabre. 
The  two  brothers  looked  on  with  an  amused 
smile  of  indifference  as  the  fat  burghers  and 
grave-faced  magistrates  rode  slowly  past ;  but 
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when,  after  the  Host  and  a  company  of  bare- 
headed priests,  were  led  some  captive  Cami- 
sards,  the  smile  suddenly  faded  from  about 
their  mouths.  The  behaviour  of  these  last 
was  very  varied  :  some  walked  with  dejected 
air  and  faces  sunk  upon  their  breast,  others 
were  listening  respectfully  to  the  ghostly 
counsel  of  some  Jesuit  or  brother  of  St.  Vin- 
cent de  Paul  who  paced  at  their  elbow,  while 
a  few  walked  erect  with  the  proud  bearing  of 
men  who  knew  they  could  pluck  life  put  of 
death,  chanting  as  they  went  a  hymn  of  praise 
to  the  Eternal. 

But  now  the  flutter  of  a  veil  caught  Henri's 
eye,  and  jumping  upon  his  chair  to  get  a  better 
view,  he  saw  a  strange  sight.  Guarded  by  a 
file  of  soldiers  came  two  tumbrils  ;  and  seated 
upon  chairs  and  chained  together  were  a  score 
or  so  of  girls  and  women,  whose  bloodless 
cheeks  and  cadaverous  appearance  bore  wit- 
ness to  the  noisome  prison  in  which  they  had 
been  confined. 

In  answer  to  a  question  which  Henri  ad- 
dressed him,  a  man  from  the  crowd  stated  that 
many  of  these  were  wives  of  respectable  citi- 
zens, who  for  heresy  had  been  immured  in  the 
Tour  de  Constance  in  the  town  of  Aiguemortes, 
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by  the  salt  marshes  and  lagunes  into  which  the 
dead  waters  of  the  Mediterranean  lazily  wash — 
a  dungeon  foul  and  unhealthy,  pestilent  with 
noxious  miasma  from  the  stagnant  pools  without 
and  the  want  of  ventilation  within.  But  to-day 
they,  too,  have  a  holiday,  and  are  paraded  in 
God's  glorious  sunshine  and  free  airs  of  heaven 
— the  richest  boon,  Sir  Priests,  you  could  grant 
them — that  by  their  example,  and  by  the  warn- 
ing that  sits  couched  in  their  wan  cheeks,  they 
may  deter  others  from  the  sin  of  heresy — of 
choosing  what  you  will  believe.  And,  indeed, 
not  without  some  moral  effect  are  they  brought 
forth  on  this  their  day  of  shame ;  for  a  solemn 
hush  and  stillness  steals  over  the  crowd,  and 
exuberant  merriment  has  a  sudden  check,  and 
pity  rises  in  the  gorge  of  hard-featured  men 
and  brown-skinned  women,  and,  choke  it  down 
as  they  will,  compels  the  moisture  to  the  strain- 
ing eye. 

As  the  second  tumbril  passed,  one  girlish 
figure  especially  seemed  to  interest  the  crowd ; 
she  had  a  small  face,  with  features  somewhat 
irregular,  a  large  forehead,  and  fine  dark  eyes 
when  they  were  open,  but  more  often  they  were 
half  closed,  or  winking  with  rapid  contractions 
of  the   eye-lid  which   proved   how  painful  was 
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the  glare  after  years  of  dark  prison-life.  And 
this  was  Isabeau  la  belle,  the  once  inspired 
prophet-child — who  preached  the  love  of  God 
through  Dauphine — "  I'ange  de  Dieu,"  the  shep- 
herds used  to  call  her !  There  was  a  pathetic 
sadness  in  her  expression  of  face,  which  seemed 
to  say  with  our  poet — 

"  You  think  priests  just  and  holy  men  ! 
Before  they  put  me  in  this  den, 
I  was  a  human  creature,  too, 
With  flesh  and  blood,  like  one  of  you^ 
A  girl  that  laughed  in  beauty's  pride, 
Like  lilies  in  your  world  outside." 

What  dark  thoughts  were  passing  through 
Henri's  mind  as  this  wreck  of  youth's  fair 
flower  was  carried  past !  He  groaned  aloud, 
and  Jules,  interpreting  this  as  indignation  at 
religious  intolerance,  just  quietly  grasped  his 
hand.  This  made  Henri  again  look  up.  Some 
sisters  of  St.  Vincent  de  Paul  were  passing  at 
the  time,  together  with  a  few  novices  wrapped 
in  their  thin  white  veils. 

"It  is  she  !  "  cried  Henri,  and  would  have 
rushed  after  the  nuns ;  but  his  brother  grasped 
him  firmly  by  the  arm,  saying,  ''  Take  care  ! 
thou  wilt  betray  thyself  and  •  me ;  whom  hast 
thou  seen,  then  ?  " 
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'*  Whom  but  Marie !  Let  me  go,  I  say — I 
must  follow  her ! " 

And  he  tore  himself  away,  and  thrust  himself 
violently  through  the  mass  of  men,  followed  by 
Jules,  who  was  resolved  to  stand  by  his  brother. 
But  it  was  no  easy  matter  to  force  a  passage 
through  the  swaying  mob  which  thronged  on 
the  esplanade  ;  and  Henri  found  that  using  all  his 
efforts,  he  could  only  just  manage  to  gain  a  few 
yards  on  the  procession  before  they  entered 
*'les  arenes."  The  outer  walls  of  this  immense 
Colosseum  are  composed  of  sixty  arches'  of 
marble  resting  upon  lower  arches,  and  these 
again  upon  a  lower  tier,  and  so  on  until  you 
come  to  that  which  rests  upon  the  ground.  At 
the  entrance  through  which  the  nuns  were  to 
pass  stood  some  soldiers,  who  prevented  all 
others  from  entering.  And  as  Henri  stood  at 
the  gate,  the  procession  having  been  confused 
and  delayed  somewhat,  owing  to  the  pressure 
outside,  he  suddenly  found  himself  side  by  side 
with  the  sister  whom  he  believed  to  be  Marie  ; 
her  veil,  however,  concealed  her  features,  and 
her  face  was  half  averted.  But  there  is  enough 
character  in  the  setting  of  the  head  upon  the 
neck,  in  the  grace  of  motion,  in  the  shape  and 
contour  of  the  limbs,  for  a  man  to  identify  the 


238  ASYLUM    CHRISTI. 

woman  he  loves.  And  Henri,  as  he  gazed  upon 
the  Httle  figure  swathed  in  her  novice's  veil,  felt 
a  thrill  of  joyful  certainty  tingling  in  every 
nerve,  and  made  bold  to  murmur — 

''  Marie,  thy  father  is  found,  and  has  gone  to 
England  ;  wilt  thou  fly  with  me  ?  " 

With  a  little  cry  of  surprise  and  a  start,  the 
face  turned  round.  Henri  thought  he  saw  tears 
in  her  dark  grey  eyes,  which  pierced  him 
through  and  through  with  a  tender  gaze,  half- 
pleadings  half- reproachful  ;  and  he  caught  her 
whisper — 

"  For  the  pity  of  Jesus  do  not  be  seen 
speaking  with  me !  thou  wilt  be  killed  by  them ; 
it  is  not  my  fault — indeed,  it  is  not ;  to-morrow 
I  shall " 

The  procession  moved  on,  and  Marie's  last 
words  were  lost  in  the  roar  of  the  crowd. 
Henri  struggled  to  pass  the  barrier  with  the 
sisters,  but  found  the  end  of  a  bayonet — a 
weapon  newly  introduced  by  Louis — pressing 
uncomfortably  against  his  chest ;  at  the  same 
time  Jules  grasped  his  arm  and  whispered — 

*'  Come  back !  I  know  the  way  in — we  may 
get  near  her  after  all  !  "   ' 

They  made  their  way  round  the  theatre,  and 
were  admitted  vv^ith  the  crowd  into  the  interior. 


ASYLUM    CHRISTI.  239 

At  first  they  found  themselves  within  the 
massive  walls,  which  were  perforated  with  a 
hundred  different  passages,  staircases,  and  pri- 
vate chambers,  once  used  by  the  gymnast  when 
he  oiled  himself,  or  the  gladiator  when  he  armed 
himself  for  the  contest.  They  followed  the 
throng  up  the  stone  staircase,  leading  from 
which,  at  every  storey  or  stage  of  the  building, 
were  narrow  openings  through  the  marble 
masonry  that  opened  upon  the  arena ;  but  they 
ran  along  the  corridor  and  up  the  stairs  until 
they  reached  the  top,  open,  like  all  Roman 
theatres,  to  the  sky.  However,  at  one  portion 
of  the  oval  arena  an  awning  had  been  stretched, 
under  which  were  seated  the  wealth  and  aris- 
tocracy of  Nimes.  From  the  summit  the  eye 
could  range  over  the  city  and  the  olive-clad 
hills  around  ;  but  the  gaze  of  the  two  brothers 
was  now  bent  upon  the  motley  assemblage  that 
filled  the  marble  seats  which  rose  tier  upon  tier, 
intersected  only  by  narrow  spaces  at  intervals. 

When  at  last  the  position  of  the  sisters  was 
discovered,  it  became  clear  that  all  attempts  to 
get  within  speaking  distance  were  impossible, 
so  fenced  in  were  they  with  barriers,  and 
guarded  by  soldiers.  It  was  with  a  heavy  sigh 
that  Henri  allowed  himself  to  be  pushed  into  a 
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seat,  after  having  traversed  half  the  theatre, 
and  incurred  the  execrations  of  all  whom  he 
had  trampled  on  in  his  hurry. 

But  during  the  half-hour  so  spent  the  busi- 
ness of  the  day  had  been  progressing  merrily. 
Captive  Camisards  had  confessed  the  error  of 
their  ways,  and  won  from  the  Papists  their  free- 
dom, from  the  Children  of  God  everlasting 
infamy.  Others  had  persisted  in  their  damnable 
heresies  to  the  crunching  of  their  shin-bones 
and  the  frizzling  of  their  unoffending  fingers  ; 
and  had  been  removed  fainting,  amidst  the  yells 
of  disappointed  zealots.  In  the  centre  of  the 
sanded  arena  was  a  trap-door  by  which  one 
could  descend  into  a  vault  almost  as  large  as 
the  arena  itself.  This  subterranean  chamber — 
formerly,  perhaps,  the  receptacle  of  painted 
ships,  destined  to  toss  upon  the  tiny  waves  that 
were  to  portray  the  mimicry  of  war  (belli 
simulacra)  and  of  armour  and  turrets,  and 
battering-rams,  and  all  the  thousand  parapher- 
nalia of  imperial  spectacles — was  now  filled  with 
the  wretches  whom  the  Church  had  gathered 
together  to  forswear  or  die. 

''  Bon  Dieu ! "  exclaimed  Henri,  as  a  tall 
young  woman  was  led  out  upon  the  arena.  She 
looked  round  upon  her  judges,  the  executioner, 
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and  the  mob  with  a  fine  defiant  air,  and  the 
beauty  of  her  face,  oHve-tinted,  full-mouthed, 
with  straight  Roman  nose,  called  forth  mur- 
murs of  admiration  from  the  fickle  crowd.  In 
reply  to  the  demand  of  the  priests,  that  she 
should  forswear  her  heresy,  curse  the  Cami- 
sards,  and  be  baptized  into  the  Catholic  faith, 
she  lifted  her  bare  arms,  on  which  the  golden 
bracelets  glittered,  and  cursed  the  persecutors 
of  the  religion. 

"  Who — who  is  it  ?  "  cried  Jules. 

"  La  .grande  Marie  !  "  said  Henri,  groaning 
inwardly  for  the  fate  of  the  beautiful  prophetess. 
"  How  she  came  to  fall  into  their  hands  I  know 
not ;  we  left  her  safe  three  days  ago.  God 
grant  that  Jean  Cavalier  be  not  here  to  witness 
her  torture ! " 

There  was  a  pause  whilst  the  bishop's  secre- 
tary dwelt  affectionately  upon  the  punishment 
awaiting  those  who  were  obstinate  in  their  sin, 
and  in  the  few  moments  of  suspense  which 
followed,  the  populace  forgot  to  crack  nuts  and 
suck  dates — a  breathless  stillness  fell  upon  the 
assembly. 

After  some  controversy,  which  was  inaudible 
to  the  spectators,  the  secretary  made  a  sign  to 
the  executioner,  who  promptly  seized  the  pro- 
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phetess  by  the  waist,  with  the  purpose  of  throw- 
ing her  upon  her  back  on  a  low  iron  couch,  set 
for  the  convenience  of  wilful  heretics.  But  the 
good  man,  strong  and  muscular  though  he  was, 
had  reckoned  without  his  host,  for  instead  of 
the  result  which  he  had  intended,  a  short  and 
sudden  struggle  ended  in  the  executioner  being 
flung  violently  upon  his  back  on  the  sand, 
amidst  a  thunder  of  applause  from  the  as- 
tonished on-lookers  !  The  young  girl,  flushed 
with  her  success,  next  seized  upon  the  mallet 
used  for  smashing  arms  and  legs  upon  the 
wheel,  and  whirling  it  round  her  head,  kept  at 
bay  the  soldiers  who  had  rushed  forward  upon 
the  fall  of  the  executioner.  However,  they 
succeeded  in  overpowering  her  at  the  expense 
of  one  fractured  skull,  and  four  soldiers  held 
her  down  upon  the  iron  bedstead. 

As  Henri  saw  what  took  place,  he  buried 
his  face  in  his  hands  and  sobbed  like  a  child. 
Poor  Marie  had  a  warm,  affectionate  disposition, 
as  most  strong  creatures  have,  and  her  beautiful 
eyes  had  often  shot  arrows  into  Henri's  sus- 
ceptible heart.  But  all  around  him  were  moist 
eyes  and  suppressed  murmurs,  for  the  late 
display  of  courage  and  strength  had  won  her 
general    admiration ;     and    besides    this,    there 
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were  many  good  Catholics  who  abhorred  these 
persecutions. 

As  monsieur    the  executioner  did   not   feel 
well  enough  to  exercise  his  craft,  recourse  was 
had  to  a  punishment  which  would  not  need  his 
interference.     A    small  ball,  to  which  was  at- 
tached a  piece   of  string,   was  forced  into  her 
mouth,    her  head  was  thrown  back,   her   nose 
pinched,  and  her  lips  held  closed  until  Nature 
compelled  her  to  swallow  the  ball.       She  was 
then    made   to   sit   up,    and   the   ball    was   re- 
produced by  means  of  the  string.     This  'dis- 
gusting performance,  which  nevertheless  seemed 
to  give  great  satisfaction  to  many  ladies  of  high 
degree,  had  been  repeated  twice,  when  a  sudden 
cry  arose,    **  Les   Camisards  !  "    and  a  trooper 
galloped  into  the  arena  without  arms  or  helmet, 
and  riding  up  to  the  bishop,  cried  at  the  top 
of  his  voice,   "  Monseigneur,  fly !     All  is  lost ! 
Count  Broglie  and  Captain  Paul  are  killed  and 
the  Camisards   are  pursuing   the  royal   troops 
into  the  city  !  " 

At  these  words  the  assembly  broke  up  in  the 
most  admired  disorder,  many  being  crushed  to 
death  in  the  eagerness  to  escape. 

When  the  two  brothers  gained  the  street, 
they   heard    the    gdndrale    being    beaten,    the 
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gates  were  being  shut,  the  mlHtIa  mustered, 
and  the  priests  were  running  to  and  fro  wring- 
ing their  hands,  and  saying,  "  Nous  sommes 
trahis!" 

As  Henri  conducted  Jules  to  his  hostelry,  he 
said,  "  Not  a  word  of  what  we  have  seen  poor 
Marie  suffer  to  Cavalier  ;  it  would  kill  him." 

The  Camisards  did  not  come,  and  Henri 
spent  the  evening  roaming  about  the  city  in 
quest  of  the  Sisters  of  Saint  Vincent  de  Paul. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

The  next  morning  dawned  sunny  and  warm 
upon  Henri,  still  asleep  on  one  side  of  a 
capacious  bed,  in  the  hostelry  by  the  maison 
carrde.  The  other  side  of  the  bed,  rumpled 
and  untidy,  was  vacant  of  the  young  Camisard 
leader,  who  had  occupied  it  during  the  night. 
Double-bedded  rooms  had  not  then  been 
thought  of,  and,  indeed,  it  was  nothing  un- 
usual, where  there  was  want  of  room,  for  your 
host  to  invite  you  to  share  a  bed  with  an 
absolute  stranger !  But  before  the  sun  had 
risen  very  high  above  the  horizon,  the  bed- 
room door  was  flung  open,  and  Cavalier,  with 
his  long  golden  hair  waving  and  streaming 
about  his  shoulders  (for  he  had  removed  his 
merchant's  wig),  cried  in  a  loud  voice — 

''  Mon    cher,    awake !       The    port    is    open  ! 
We  must  depart !  "     Then,  dropping  his  voice 
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to  a  whisper,  as  Henri  sat  up  and  rubbed  his 
eyes.  '*  There  Is  a  strange  commotion  In  the 
city — houses  are  being  searched  for  our  people  ; 
there  Is  a  rumour  abroad  that  spies  from 
William  of  Orange  are  in  Nimes  ;  the  sooner 
we  are  forth  the  better !  And  also  I  have  heard 
sad  news  about  the  young  girl  whom  you  said 
you  saw  questioned  in  the  arena  yesterday. 
The  poor  thing,  I  could  not  learn  her  name,  but 
she  must  have  been  some  one  gifted  above 
ordinary  mortals  with  the  Holy  Spirit,  for  what 
do  you  think  ?  the  devilish  priests  took  her  last 
night  to  the  big  round  tower  on  the  hill  yonder 
and  burnt  her  !  " 

''  O  mon  DIeu  ! "  cried  Henri,  aghast  at  the 
dreadful  news,  made  still  more  terrible  In  the 
mouth  of  the  unsuspecting  husband. 

"It  Is  true,  however  !  I  was  strolling  this 
morning  over  the  hill,  if  haply  I  could  see  in  the 
distance  any  traces  of  our  fellows,  when  I  came 
upon  a  heap  of  cinders,  ashes,  bits  of  charred 
wood.  I  kicked  them  about  with  my  foot  and 
found,  pah  !  a  human  skull !  With  a  shudder  I 
turned  it  over  with  the  end  of  my  sword,  and 
saw  some  long  hair  sticking  to  the  crown — a 
woman's,  thought  I.  The  wolves  must  have 
been  at  her  In  the  nighty  for  there  lay  three  or 
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four  bones  under  the  trees,  splintered  as  by  the 
tooth  of  some  wild  animal.  Faugh !  I  came 
down  feeling  sick,  for  you  know  it  is  ill  looking 
on  such  sights  with  an  empty  stomach.  At  the 
bottom  of  the  hill  I  met  an  old  man,  and  he 
told  me  the  corpse  was  that  of  a  Camisard 
girl  who  cursed  the  bishop  in  the  arena  ;  he 
knew  not  whence  she  came.  Poor  thing ! 
stories  like  these  make  our  blood  run  cold,  do 
they  not  ?  " 

"  They  do,  indeed  !  Poor  Cavalier  !  Bah  ! 
poor  girl,  I  mean!"  said  Henri,  trying  to  hide 
his  confusion  in  a  soup-bowl  that  served  him 
for  a  washing-basin. 

As  he  dressed  himself,  he  kept  pondering  the 
question  whether  he  should  break  the  news  to 
Cavalier  or  let  him  remain  in  his  ignorance  ;  and 
for  a  time  so  absorbed  was  he  in  compassionate 
feeling  for  his  friend  that  he  forgot  all  about 
Marie  de  Cornelli.  But  when  he  rejoined 
Cavalier  in  the  kitchen,  which  also  served  for  a 
salon,  and  saw  him  ready  for  departure,  he  took 
a  sudden  resolution. 

*'  Cavalier,"  said  he,  "  I  cannot  leave  Nimes 
without  making  another  attempt  to  get  near 
Marie.  Do  you  ride  back  to  our  friends  and 
leave  me  here.     If  I  am  arrested,  why,  I  can 
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but  be  sent  to  the  galleys  ;  and  life  is  not  so 
very  pleasant  to  me  now." 

Cavalier  tried  to  persuade  his  friend  to  re- 
linquish so  mad  a  project,  urging  that  after  the 
victory  of  Ravanel  and  Catinat  over  Captain 
Poul,  it  might  well  be  that  Nimes  would  soon 
fall  into  their  hands,  and  then  he  would  have 
the  opportunity  he  sought  of  gaining  admittance 
to  mademoiselle.  In  the  courtyard  they  found 
Jules,  who,  on  being  appealed  to,  asserted  that 
he  had  just  met  some  carriages  full  of  sisters 
leaving  the  city  by  the  north  port.  This 
decided  the  controversy,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
they  were  all  three  riding  up  the  esplanade 
with  their  saddle-bags  laden  with  the  gunpowder 
which  Cavalier  had  purchased. 

At  the  gate  of  the  city  they  fell  in  with  the 
governor  and  a  detachment  of  soldiers,  who  were 
issuing  out  to  relieve  Count  Broglie,  who  was 
shut  up  in  the  castle  of  Bernis.  The  governor 
was  very  civil  to  the  merchants  and  to  the 
young  nobleman,  as  he  conjectured  Jules  to  be, 
and  asked  many  questions  of  Cavalier  as  to  the 
strength  and  disposition  of  the  several  Camisard 
divisions. 

"  There  is  one  leader,  they  tell  me,  monsieur," 
he  went  on  to  say,  ''  who  is  a  mere  boy,  and  yet 
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is  as  cunning  as  a  she-fox  and  as  fierce  as  a 
hungry  wolf — have  you  ever  met  him  in  your 
travels  ?  " 

''  Oh,  oui,  oui  !  but  he  is  not  so  very  young 
nor  yet  so  fierce  as  you  suppose." 

''  I  don't  know  !  I  have  heard  tell  that  he 
will  burn  a  whole  village,  and  kill  all  the  women 
and  children,  the  little  yellow-haired  devil ! " 

"  It  is  a  lie,  monsieur,  it  is  no  such  thing  ! " 
cried  Cavalier,  with  dangerous  warmth  ;  and 
then  put^  up  his  hand  to  his  wig  to  make  sure 
his  hair  was  concealed. 

Had  not  the  governor  been  so  much  engaged 
in  prying  behind  tree  stumps  and  rocks  for  am- 
buscades, he  might  have  suspected  the  merchant 
who  spoke  up  so  warmly  for  the  leader  of  the 
Camisards  of  Euzet. 

•  When  they  came  to  the  St.  Hypolite  road, 
the  three  were  turning  aside. 

"  You  had  better  keep  with  us,  messieurs," 
shouted  the  governor,  ''  for  if  you  go  that  road, 
ten  to  one  you  will  fall  into  the  hands  of  the 
rebels,  and  then  you  will  lose  not  only  your 
horses  and  your  merchandize,  but  your  lives." 

"  I  thank  you,"  replied  Jules  ;  ''  we  have  good 
nags,  and  can  easily  distance  them." 

And  so,  with  ceremonious  salutes,  the  Cami- 
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sard  leader  and  his  friends  bade  adieu  to  the 
officers  and  soldiers,  after  having  elicited  from 
them  a  full  account  of  what  they  were  going  to 
do  and  whither  they  were  to  march. 

"  I  hope  we  shall  meet  again,  monsieur ! " 
shouted  the  cheery  governor. 

"  A  thousand  thanks  for  your  escort  and  pro- 
tection ! "  shouted  Cavalier. 

They  had  ridden  a  couple  of  hundred  yards 
and  were  on  the  top  of  a  steep  little  hill,  from 
which  they  could  plainly  see  the  governor's 
troop  trotting  through  a  stream  that  ran  across 
the  road.  Cavalier,  with  the  audacity  of  a  boy, 
advanced  his  horse  to  the  edge  of  the  cliff, 
shouted,  tore  off  his  wig,  pointed  to  his  yellow 
hair  that  streamed  in  the  breeze,  and  fired  off 
his  pistol  at  the  royal  troop.  The  latter  were 
halted  in  an  instant,  and  a  scene  of  confusion 
arose  as  the  rear  rode  upon  the  hocks  of  the 
vanguard,  while  the  cheery  governor  swore 
and  pointed  to  Cavalier  and  ordered  a  pursuit 
to  be  made ! 

"  Now,  my  boys,  your  spurs,"  said  Cavalier. 

There  was  a  good  stretch  of  level  ground 
before  them,  but  the  soldiers  had  to  ascend  the 
steep  hill  on  which  Cavalier  had  been  posted ; 
consequently,  on   arriving  at  the  summit  they 
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reined  in,  seeing  that  to  follow  in  pursuit  was 
useless.  The  three  had  galloped  a  good  mile 
before  they  drew  rein.  At  first,  with  knees 
pressed  home,  and  bending  low,  with  earnest 
faces  they  urged  their  steeds  to  do  their  utmost, 
but  when,  as  they  turned  in  their  saddles,  they 
saw  the  troopers  huddled  together  on  the  brow 
of  the  hill,  merry  bursts  of  laughter  issued  from 
their  throats ;  and  Maintenon,  who  cantered 
along  the  side  of  the  road,  showing  three  inches 
of  red  tongue,  kept  casting  a  sidelong  look  at 
Henri,  as  much  as  to  say,  "What  the  dickens 
can  you  gentlemen  see  to  laugh  at  on  a  hot  day 
like  this  ?  Pain  I  can  understand,  and  pleasure 
I  can  understand ;  but,  really,  the  sense  of  the 
ridiculous  seems  to  me  an  idiotic  faculty ! " 

And  on  they  went  over  the  arid,  rocky,  un- 
dulating plain,  or  through  smiling  valleys 
studded  with  the  olive  and  fig  tree,  taking  their 
mid-day  dinner  under  a  spreading  chestnut,  and 
tethering  their  horses  by  the  bank  of  a  purling 
stream.  It  was  growing  late  in  the  afternoon, 
and  they  were  riding  through  a  wood  in  a  hilly 
country ;  here  and  there  patches  of  gorse  or 
clumps  of  juniper-bushes  covered  the  ground, 
and  again  they  rode  on  a  dark  soil  clear  of  all 
undergrowth,    but    overshadowed    by   gigantic 
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forest  trees,   many  of   them   showing  by  their 
hollow  trunks  the  power  of  Eld. 

"See!"  cried  Jules,  pointing  to  some  ddbris 
of  broken  wagons  and  bits  of  packing-cases 
which  were  strewed  about ;  "  this  looks  like 
highwayman's  business  ! " 

"  Look  well  to  your  priming,  mes  amis, 
answered  Henri,  and  drew  a  pistol  from  his 
holster.  As  they  rode  on  cautiously,  Maintenon 
gave  a  whimper,  and  putting  his  nose  to  the 
ground,  struck  off  to  the  right  amongst  the 
bushes. 

"Sapristi!"  cried  Jules..  "I  should  shoot  that 
dog  if  he  were  mine  !  " 

"  He  has  a  bad  habit  of  hunting,"  said  Henri; 
"  but  you  must  remember,  in  his  excuse,  that  he 
is  often  dependent  on  his  own  exertions  for 
a  dinner." 

"  You  must  pardon  the  freedom  which  I 
take,"  said  Cavalier  to  Jules,  "  but  I  cannot 
refrain  from  warning  you  against  oaths  and 
profane  speech.  As  a  soldier  of  Christ .  I  am 
bound  to  stand  sentinel  and  challenge  every  the 
least  sound  that  I  may  fancy  an  enemy  to  my 
Lord.  Had  you  lived,  as  I  have,  amongst  the 
persecuted  brethren,  you  would  recognize  the 
presence  of  the  Eternal  in  all  you  do  and  say." 
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Jules  pulled  his  moustache  and  looked  vexed 
for  a  moment,  then  said — 

"  Mon  camarade,  with  another  I  might  have 
drawn  sword  for  less  matter  than  this,  but  I 
know  you  to  be  true  steel,  and  that  you  proffer 
me  moral  advice  out  of  a  heart  moved  by 
suffering,  and  not  after  the  pedantic  fashion  of 
the  self-righteous.  In  future,  then,  I  will  drop 
my  harmless  expletives,  as  I  am  In  the  land  of 
the  Children  of  God." 

"  Stay ! "  cried  Cavalier  to  Henri,  who  was 
riding  on  ahead ;  "  what  gear  Is  yon  ?  " 

The  mastiff  was  tugging  and  pulling  at  some 
big  black  object  among  the  bushes. 

"  Malntenon  has  got  more  than  he  can  eat 
there  !"  cried  Jules. 

Cavalier  rode  towards  the  dog,  dismounted, 
and  had  some  trouble  In  examining  his  treasure- 
trove,  for  the  importunate  caresses  which  the 
mastiff  lavished  on  him.  The  two  brothers  rode 
slowly  forward ;  It  was  growing  dusk,  and  It 
was  necessary  to  push  on  and  arrive  at  friendly 
quarters  before  nightfall. 

However,  In  reply  to  a  shout  from  Cavalier, 
Jules  rode  back,  while  Henri  did  a  little  private 
grumbling  at  the  heedlessness  of  the  Camlsard 
leader.     When  they  rejoined  him,  he  was  sur- 
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prised  to  see  a  boy  set  on  Jules's  horse,  tied 
behind  Jules's  back,  and  by  his  nodding  head 
and  nerveless  limbs  showing  little  trace  of  life. 

''What  in  the  name  of  sense  have  you  got 
there,  Cavalier  ?  If  we  are  to  pick  up  every 
dead  body  that  we  see,  we  may  camp  out  all 
night." 

"'*  And  there  passed  a  Levite  and  a  priest,' " 
said  Cavalier,  in  a  lone  tone,  which,  instead  of 
softening  Henri,  only  irritated  him  more,  for  he 
was  continually  upbraiding  himself  for  quitting 
Nimes,  and  imagining  that  he  had  again  lost 
Marie;  and  then  the  thought  of  riding  by  Cava- 
lier's side  and  not  telling  him  what  had  befallen 
his  wife  gave  him  great  trouble  of  mind. 

And  Maintenon,  instead  of  trotting  along 
like  a  well-behaved  hound,  would  keep  running 
between  the  horses'  legs,  and  jumping  up  on 
Jules's  saddle-bags  in  a  most  annoying  way.  At 
last  Henri  lost  his  temper  and  hit  the  dog  a 
smart  blow  with  the  flat  of  his  sword  :  "  Get 
down,  thou  silly  brute  ! " 

The  mastiff  growled,  a  thing  he  had  never 
done  before  to  Henri,  and  for  the  rest  of  the 
journey  trotted  on  the  other  side  of  Jules's 
horse.  Henri  soon  repented  of  his  hastiness, 
and  made  overtures  of  peace  ;  but  Maintenon's 
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dignity  had  been  wounded,  and  he  evidently- 
thought  that  the  words  ''  silly  brute "  applied 
more  to  Henri  than  to  himself. 

''  Poor  little  boy !  "  said  Cavalier,  looking  at 
the  pale  face  that  nodded  behind  Jules  ;  "  he  is 
only  faint  I  think  ;  there  were  no  marks  of  blood 
about  him.  That  wine  we  gave  him  revived 
him  for  a  time  ;  but  his  eyes  are  shut  again. 
When  we  get  him  to  our  night's  quarters, 
Henri  Guillot  shall  make  an  examination — he 
is  no  mean  chirurgeon — then,  if  there  be  any 
wounds,  my  boy,  they  shall  be  dressed." 

At  these  words  the  boy  opened  his  eyes  very 
wide  indeed,  and  closed  them  immediately  ;  but 
the  wine  must  have  begun  to  stimulate  his 
heart,  for  a  rich  colour  came  into  his  cheeks, 
and  he  stole  a  glance  at  the  third  horseman, 
who  had  not  come  to  his  aid. 

It  was  weary  work  threading  through  the 
forests ;  the  long  serpent-like  roots  would  creep 
across  the  path  and  nearly  trip  up  the  tired 
steeds.  Jules's  horse  especially  had  several 
narrow  escapes  from  a  fall,  so  that  at  last  it  was 
concluded  safer  to  transfer  the  sick  boy  to 
Henri's  horse. 

"  Now,  my  young  friend,  don't  trust  to  the 
cord  holding  you  on,  but  clasp  your  arms  about 
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me.  So — that  is  well.  Ma  foi !  I  feel  as  if  my 
back  were  being  tickled  by  a  mouse.  What, 
no  tongue,  mon  petit !  He  bien !  I'll  warrant 
thou  wilt  find  it  at  supper  time,  thou  sleepy 
rogue  ! " 

"  Nay,  Henri,"  said  Jules,  ''  I  prythee  do  not 
chide  the  lad.  He  tells  me  that  his  party  were 
attacked  by  robbers,  and  he,  faint  with  hunger, 
lay  for  hours  in  the  wood  yonder.  How  dark 
it  grows — heaven  grant  the  moon  soon  rise  !  " 

The  road  was  so  rough  now  and  difficult  to 
discern  that  the  three  horsemen  were  obliged 
to  go  foot's  pace.  For  some  time  they  rode 
in  silence,  but  darkness  makes  men  companion- 
able, and  Jules  pressed  Henri  to  tell  him  more 
about  Mialet,  and  the  rising  of  the  Enfants  de 
•Dieu. 

So  Henri  began  with  recounting  what  took 
place  at  Saigas,  and  how  it  was  believed  that 
Marie  had  given  information  of  the  assembly 
and  then  fled  with  the  priests. 

''  But  I  was  sure  she  would  never  act  thiis, 
Jules,  and  I  believe  so  still,  though  I  did  see 
her  in  a  novice  s  dress  yesterday  ;  besides,  did 
she  not  say,  '  It  is  not  my  fault  ?  '  Well,  I  am 
glad  I  never  distrusted  her ;  it  is  a  comfort, 
mon  cher,  to  feel  that  you  have  never,  even  for 
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an  instant,  doubted  the  girl  you  love !  That's 
right,  boy,  hold  on  like  that — glad  to  see  you 
are  recovering  your  muscles.  And,  then,  poor 
Du  Hamel !  I  can't  help  being  sorry  for  him, 
though  he  did  do  so  much  mischief  at -St. 
Michel  by  his  ridiculous  story  of  my  making 
love  to  the  English  girl  I  told  you  of.  It  was 
that  far-seeing  scoundrel  of  a  Jesuit  who  put 
him  on  that  scent.  You  know,  Jules,  I  told  you 
before,  that  as  he  lay  dying  in  my  arms  he  made 
a  clean  breast  of  it :  told  me  how  poor  dear 
Marie  had  been  made  to  think  I  loved  Ethel — 
and  there  were  certain  suspicious  circumstances 
which,  when  a  false  colour  was  thrown  upon 
them,  might  well  lead  to  such  a  conclusion. 
Ah,  mon  Dieu  !  to  think  that  one  day  I  might 
once  more  press  her — the  dear  girl — to  my 
bosom,  hear  her  confess  her  jealous  fears,  and 
kiss  away  the  tears  with  a  frank  forgiveness ! 
Mais  prenez-garde,  mon  petit  brigand !  thou 
wilt  press  all  the  breath  out  of  my  body  at 
this  rate.     What's  come  to  the  boy  ?  " 

And  as  they  talked  and  stumbled  along,  they 
came  in  view  of  a  light  which  glimmered 
through  the  trees.  It  was  only  a  small  cottage 
with  an  outhouse,  but  the  travellers  and  the 
horses  were  glad  enough  to  take  the  welcome 
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shelter  offered  by  the  timid  young  widow  who 
opened  the  door. 

'*  Be  you  not  Jean  Cavalier  ? "  she  said,  clasp- 
ing her  hands  together. 

"  Yes,  yes,  mother ;  never  fear — give  this 
youngster  some  broth,  if  you  please." 

'*  Not  before  I  tell  you,  monsieur,  that  I, 
too,  am  of  the  Religion.  I  lost  my  father,  two 
brothers,  and,  alas !  my  husband,  in  the  late 
fighting." 

A  corner  of  the  white  apron  blotted  out  two 
black  eyes,  one  at  a  time.  One  small  light- 
grudging  lamp  was  all  the  widow  had  to 
illuminate  her  cottage  withal.  There  were  two 
pallet-beds  in  the  kitchen,  and  the  house  con- 
tained one  other  room,  in  which  were  two  more 
beds,  whose  occupants  were  now  no  more. 

The  boy,  pleading  weariness,  retired  to  the 
bed-chamber.  And  as  the  widow,  nursing  a 
reluctant  fire  on  the  hearth,  began  to  prepare 
their  supper,  the  three  men  asked  their  hostess 
how  she  would  bestow  her  guests. 

*'  Nay,  messieurs,  you  must  all  four  sleep  In 
the  kitchen  here — I  can  easily  move  one  of  those 
truckle-beds.  It  would  ill  beseem  me,  at  my 
age,  to  have  a  gentleman  share  my  apartment !  " 
.    ''  He  is  but  a  boy,  and  a  proper  one,  too  ;  go. 
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madame,  and  see  to  him.  Bid  him  wash,  and 
come  eat  his  supper  like  a  man,"  said  Jules. 

"  We  shall  have  a  world  of  trouble  with  the 
petulant  child,"  said  Henri,  when  their  hostess, 
taking  up  the  lamp,  left  them  in  the  subdued 
firelight. 

"He  has  friends,  he  says,  near  Florae.  He 
looks  well-born,  but  when  he  has  had  his  supper 
we  must  squeeze  more  out  of  him.  What  a 
time  that  woman  is  !  " 

They  sat  silent  for  some  time,  hearing  the 
murmur  of  voices  In  the  next  room  ;  at  length 
the  widow  returned. 

"  Messieurs,  It  shall  be  as  you  say ;  I  will 
willingly  sleep  with  the  young  gentleman  ! " 

The  alacrity  and  cheerfulness  of  tone  made 
the  three  men  laugh,  and  Henri  said — 

*'  So  the  boy  is  younger  than  you  thought, 
mistress.      Needs  he  a  chirurgeon  s  skill  ?  " 

'*  Indeed  no,  monsieur  ;  he  has  but  a  scratch 
on  his  chest,  which  I  can  plalster  for  him.  He 
thanks  you  all  for  your  kindness,  but  would 
rather  sup  alone  !  " 

"  Sup  alone,  indeed  ! "  cried  Henri ;  ''  mighty 
fine  manners  !  I'll  warrant,  now,  he  thinks  him- 
self too  grand  a  personage  to  sit  with  us 
bourgeois  !  " 
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*'  Oh,  If  that  be  the  case ! "  added  Cavalier^ 
"  his  pride  must  be  schooled.  Fetch  him 
hither ;  surely  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord  hath  given 
him  Into  our  hands  that  we  may  sow  the  good 
seed  within  him;  first  the  sense  of  sin,  then  .  .  ." 

"Aye,  marry!  that  I  will!"  cried  Henri,  and 
stepped  towards  the  chamber. 

But  the  widow  flung  herself  before  the  door, 
and  held  up  her  hand  deprecatlngly. 

"  Why,  mistress,  what's  the  matter  ?  What 
secret  is  there  between  you  ?  " 

The  poor  woman,  at  her  wits'  end  how  to  act 
for  the  best,  said,  "  Be  quiet  where  you  are, 
and  in  the  morning  you  shall  learn  more." 

But  Henri,  Impetuous  as  usual,  and  ever 
disposed  to  be  angry  with  the  boy,  who  had 
teased  him  all  along  with  his  reticence  and 
reserve,  burst  into  the  room — that  is  to  say, 
he  flung  open  the  door  and  took  two  steps 
forward ;  but  the  sight  that  met  his  eyes  took 
for  the  moment  all  power  of  motion  from  his 
limbs.  He  stood  staring  with  open  mouth  ;  for 
though  Henri  was  not  superstitious  as  times 
went  (nobody  could  live  in  that  age  without 
being  sometimes  subject  to  an  unreasoning 
dread  of  magical  powers),  the  finding  of  the 
strange  boy  in  the  wood,  the  lonesome,  dimly  lit 
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cottage,  the  air  of  mystery  which  the  widow 
preserved — all  made  him  believe  that  the  vision 
before  him  was  uncanny. 

A  girl  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  bed,  combing 
her  long  brown  hair;  her  arms  and  neck  w^ere 
bare,  and  the  boy's  doublet  and  cloak  lay  on  the 
floor  at  her  feet.  She  was  looking  down  and 
either  saw  not,  or  affected  not  to  see,  the  in- 
truden  But  what  startled  Henri  the  most  was 
that  the  profile  was  the  profile  of  Marie  de 
Cornelli !  There  was  just  the  same  piquant  air 
about  the  dark,  arching  eye-brows  and  slightly 
upturned  nose  ;  just  the  same  delicate  tint  in 
the  complexion ;  and  he  could  trace  the  tender 
blue  veins  in  her  neck,  as  he  remembered  them 
in  the  ball-room  on  the  night  of  Marie's  fete ! 

All  in  a  moment  the  face  turned  full  upon 
him,  with  just  that  expression  of  surprise  which 
he  had  seen  at  the  entrance  to  the  arena  in 
Nimes ;  but  still  he  stood  spell-bound,  as  by  an 
apparition.  But  when  she  rose  with  a  merry 
twinkle  of  the  grey  eyes  belying  the  little 
grave  mouth  and  modest  cheek,  and  said, 
''  Henri,  can  you  forgive  me,  really,  for  doubting 
you  ?  "  the  familiar  tone  of  her  voice  restored 
him  to  himself,  and  with  one  bound  he  caught 
her  in  his  arms  and  kissed  her. 


262  ASYLUM    CHRISTI. 

"Bon  DIeu!"  said  Jules  to  Cavalier,  "that's 
a  woman's  laugh  in  the  next  room  ! " 

Cavalier  listened.  "  Ma  foi,  oui !  go,  mistress, 
and  end  the  impropriety." 

The  widow  went,  but  returned,  saying, 
"  They  will  not  listen  to  me,  messieurs ;  the 
gentleman  has  found  his  lady-love — and  there's 
an  end  of  it ! " 

Jules  gave  a  long  whistle  at  this  surprising 
information,  and  Maintenon  answered  him  by  a 
loud,  impatient  bark  from  the  cow-house  out- 
side. 

Presently  Henri  led  his  betrothed  into  the 
kitchen,  and  introduced  her,  still  arrayed  in 
her  doublet,  which  became  her  exceedingly. 

And  as  the  potage  and  the  cabbages  and  the 
cheese  and  the  milk  and  the  rye-bread  were  on 
the  table,  they  sat  down,  a  merry  party.  And 
Marie  gave  a  long  account  of  how  she  had 
been  enticed  away  from  Saigas  by  a  man  who 
said  that  a  galley  slave  just  escaped  was  wait- 
ing outside  to  see  her ;  how  she  was  placed  in  a 
nunnery  against  her  will ;  how  she  saw  such  acts 
of  cruelty  as  made  her  loathe  her  countrymen 
and  doubt  the  goodness  of  her  spiritual 
directors ;  how  at  Nimes  he  had  planned  her 
escape  as  a  boy,  and  had  joined  some  country 
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people  returning  from  the  fete,  but  the  Whlte- 
Camisards,  or  Florentines,  a  troop  of  Catholic 
robbers,  had  attacked  and  robbed  them  in  the 
forest. 

"  But  I  don't  see  my  preserver  here,"  she 
added. 

So  Henri  fetched  the  mastiff,  who  seemed 
wild  with  delight  at  being  allowed  to  sit  by 
Marie  and  occasionally  lick  her  hand. 

"  But  why  did  you  disguise  yourself  from  us 
so  long?"  asked  Henri. 

*'  When  I  found  out  who  you  were,  I  was 
abashed — to  travel  without  a  maid  with  three 
men  !  I  had  hoped  to  remain  disguised  till  we 
could  find  our  friends.  And  you  say  my  dear 
father  has  gone  to  England  ?  How  incon- 
venient ! " 

"  Let  my  own  sweet  Marie,  the  prophetess, 
pray  over  you  and  bless  your  union,"  said 
Cavalier. 

There  was  sad  news  to  be  told  about  PhHIppe 
and  La  grande  Marie  before  they  went  to  bed 
that  night ! 
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CHAPTER    XVI. 

''  Bridget  !  how  long  has  that  Frenchman  been 
tarrying  in  my  house  ?  " 

'*  Near  a  fortnight,  I  should  say,  your 
honour." 

''  Humph  !  a  mighty  fine  stroke  of  business 
for  one  of  the  twelve  jurats  of  the  borough  of 
Hastings  to  effect !  To  take  a  hungry  refugee 
and  a  Winchelsea  wench  on  the  recommen- 
dation of  a  Monsieur  Espinett,  forsooth,  who 
has  not  been  three  years  domiciled  in  the 
borough !  Charity  begins  at  home,  Master 
Wekes!" 

**  If  your  honour  pleases  to  remember,  this 
Mossoo  Corneller,  or  whatever  you  choose  to 
call  him — and  he  speaks  such  indifferently  bad 
English  that  a  body  may  be  excused  in  a  sort 
for  not  getting  rightly  at  his  name " 

"  Well,  well,  Mistress  Bridget !  cut  it  short, 
for  I  must  be  at  the  Hundred  Place  by  noon." 
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"  Lord  a!  mercy,  now  !  how  asperltysome  your 
honour  grows,  to  be  sure !  Why,  I  was  but 
saying  that  this  refugee  promised  your  honour 
gold  for  the  bed  and  board  so  soon  as  he  could 
get  his  affairs  ship-shape.  And  has  not  young 
Mistress  Digby  declared  that  he  was  a  noble- 
man in's  own  country,  and  had  kept  company 
with  the  best  quality  ?  " 

"  Pooh,  they  all  say  that.  All  frog-eaters 
are  noble  by  their  own  confession;  but  that 
won't  pay  me  for  the  daily  outlay  in  bread 
and  vegetables  and  the  like.  No,  I  have  b'een 
thinking  the  matter  over  in  my  mind,  and  I 
have  determined  that  this  Frenchman  shall  work 
or  else  he  shall  not  eat.  He  shall  go  down  to 
the  quay  when  the  boats  come  in  from  Nor- 
mandy, and  do  the  auction  business  for  my 
firm." 

"  I  doubt  if  he  will  brook  such  demeanour. 
He  bears  himself  bravely,  to  be  sure,  and  he  is 
not  misproud,  either,  like  some  of  our  own 
barons.  I  should  be  sorry  that  the  like  of  him 
should  have  to  dirty  his  fingers  with  trade." 

"  Zounds,  Bridget,  you  drive  me  daft !  Look 
at  me :  did  I  not  raise  myself  from  a  prentice- 
boy  to  the  proudest  post  in  the  proudest  of  his 
majesty's  Cinque  Ports  ?      Shall  I  not  in  due 
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course  be  elected  mayor  of  Hastings — and  In 
what  respect  Is  this  tall  Norman  more  honour- 
able than  I,  Thomas  Wekes,  jurat  and  burgher 
of  the  borough  ?  Go  to,  thou  fond  woman ; 
nature  stamps  some  men  noble  from  their 
cradle,  and  some  from  their  actions ;  some  fools 
have  ancestors  who  were  truly  noble,  and  some 
that  were  mean  folk  do  rear  a  noble  child. 
But  let  me  never  hear  thee  mispralse  honour- 
able traffic.  Dirty  his  fingers,  forsooth  !  Attend 
to  thy  housekeeping,  Mistress  Bridget,  and  fly 
such  folly  as  that." 

With  this  peroration  Master  Thomas  Wekes 
took  up  his  gold-headed  cane  and  quitted  the 
parlour,  leaving  his  confidential  housekeeper  in 
a  parlous  quandary  ;  for  from  the  moment  that 
she  had  learnt  from  Ethel  that  the  French 
gentleman  was  *'  no  trader,"  she  had  treated 
him  with  the  greatest  respect,  and  now  she 
found  that  her  deference  to  the  foreigner  had 
irritated  the  master,  whom  before  the  arrival  of 
De  Cornelll  she  had  deemed  inferior  to  none. 

Master  Wekes,  I  would  have  you  know,  was 
an  elderly  bachelor.  His  figure  was  tall,  mode- 
rately stout,  and  full  of  a  certain  dignity ;  the 
sense  of  the  importance  of  trade  made  his  chest 
come  out  and  his  head  fall  back ;  he  walked  with 
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a  military  air,  as  one  who  had  belonged  to  the 
train-bands  in  his  youth  ;  his  hair  and  moustache 
were  white,  but  his  face  preserved  the  healthy 
brown  of  youth,  and  his  dark  eyes  (when  he 
deigned  to  look  at  you)  seemed  to  demand  that 
you  should  doff  your  cap  or  make  your  leg  to 
him. 

His  house  was  situated  in  a  little  natural 
amphitheatre  on  the  eastern  side  of  the  west 
cliff,  looking  in  front  over  red  roofs  and  tarred 
sailor-cabins ;  and  so  much  sea  as  is  visible 
between  cliff  and  cliff,  and  the  church  of  St. 
Clement  lay  but  a  little  to  the  left,  or  north. 
Behind  the  house  was  a  small  garden  laid  out 
in  terraces,  and  planted  with  fruit-trees,  for 
Master  Wekes  would  not  have  suffered  an 
unproductive  root  to  suck  nurture  from  his 
soil. 

Behind  and  above  the  garden  rose  the  grass- 
green  cliff,  dominated  by  the  collegiate  church 
and  castle  towards  the  east.  On  the  stone  lintel 
of  the  front  door  the  honest  jurat  had  had 
engraved,  '' Ex  nihilo  hoc  fit!"  And  whereas 
most  silly  folk  are  proud  of  their  relations  or 
ancestors,  Master  Wekes  was  proud,  very  proud, 
of  himself. 
•  Mistress     Bridget,    fat     and     forty,    always 
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carried  a  bunch  of  keys  at  her  girdle,  and 
three  raven  tresses  on  each  temple,  generally 
encased  in  curl  papers. 

When  the  sieur  and  Ethel  reached  Rochelle, 
they  found  a  boat  sailing  for  Hastings,  carrying 
merchandise  for  a  refugee,  named  Espinette, 
from  the  former  place  ;  on  arriving  at  the  port, 
they  inquired  for  this  merchant,  and  were 
by  him  introduced  to  Master  Wekes,  to  be 
lodged  until  such  time  as  money  should  be  sent 
either  from  Avranches  or  London ;  for  the 
refugees  had  spent  almost  all  the  gold  they  had 
in  travelling  through  France. 

The  sea  voyage  and  tender  care  of  Ethel  had 
done  much  to  efface  the  evil  effects  of  the 
sieur  s  long  imprisonment,  but  the  grey  hairs 
that  were  now  sparsely  seen  amongst  the  black, 
and  the  wistful  far-away  look  in  the  eyes,  re- 
mained to  testify  to  sufferings  that  had  sunk 
deep  into  the  proud  spirit  of  the  Norman 
nobleman. 

As  they  sat  to-day  on  the  soft  turf  in  the 
shadow  of  the  castle  walls,  gazing  upon  the  sea 
that  danced  and  sparkled  under  a  June  sun,  and 
upon  the  sleepy  little  town  pent  in  within  one 
narrow  valley,  Ethel  said,  as  she  heard  for  the 
third  time  a  sigh  break  from  her  companion — 
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**  What  alls  thee  to-day  ?  the  heat  perhaps  is 
too  much  for  thee  ? " 

But  he,  looking  at  the  fair  young  face  with  a 
sigh,  answered — 

*'  There  are  two  things,  Ethel,  which  distress 
me  and  make  life  fall  of  its  full  joy :  first,  I  am 
getting  strong  and  well,  and  therefore  feel  the 
impulse  fierce  upon  me  to  be  up  and  doing ; 
many  of  my  countrymen  are  in  Holland,  serving 
the  prince." 

"  I  can  understand  thy  feeling  perfectly. 
Thou  art  aweary  of  dallying  by  this  summer 
sea,  watching  the  fishing  smacks  sail  in  by  the 
broken  pier,  or  plucking  the  wild  clematis.  And 
what  Is  the  second  cause  of  thy  sorrow  ? " 

"  I  fear  thou  wilt  think  me  a  foolish  old  man, 
Ethel.  I  often  regret — yes,  more  and  more 
every  day  that  I  feel  thy  unselfishness ;  do  not 
scorn  me — but  I  sigh  when  I  see  how  young 
and  fair  thou  art  and  reflect  how  old  am  I  ! " 

A  long  pause  followed,  during  which  De 
Cornelli  plucked  buttercups  and  Ethel  looked 
out  to  sea — a  long,  long  way — far  beyond  the 
horizon  ;  and  she  saw,  or  seemed  to  see,  her 
mother — the  pale,  worn,  tender  face  she  had 
treasured  from  childhood  memories.  What 
made  her  think  of  her  mother  I  do  not  know  ; 
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but  this  I  know,  that  the  words  of  her  com- 
panion came  to  her  with  all  the  strangeness  of 
a  revelation.  She  had  never  thought  of  the 
Sieur  de  Cornelli  but  as  of  one  to  admire  and 
reverence  rather  than  to  love  ;  he  had  always 
seemed  so  much  wiser,  so  far  removed  from  her 
in  age  and  experience,  in  birth  and  position. 
But  now  he  had  suddenly  shown  a  weak  side  in 
his  coat  of  mail.  Philosophy  had,  as  it  were, 
hauled  down  her  colours  in  the  presence  of 
goodness ;  and  with  the  first  thought  of  love 
came  the  image  of  the  mother  long  dead !  But 
soon  her  gaze  concentrated  on  the  grey  walls 
and  hoary  sea-gates  below,  and  something — was 
it  maidenly  shame  or  dislike  of  the  subject  ? — 
made  her  cry,  in  a  careless  tone — 

'*  He  bien,  let  us  consider  the  first  cause.  Is 
there  nothing  that  a  refugee  can  do  in  England 
— when  we  get  our  property,  I  mean  ?  " 

"  Ah !  the  second  cause  does  not  touch  thee 
as  it  touches  me." 

"  I  said  not  so,"  answered  Ethel,  in  her  turn 
plucking  a  buttercup ;  "  but  to  speak  sooth,  the 
thought  is  presented  to  me  for  the  first  time." 

"  Then  can  I  discourse  on  the  first  with  a 
lighter  heart,  so  thou  wilt  ponder  my  vain 
regret.     I  have  heard  our  good  host  drop  hints 
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now  and  then  of  work  to  be  done,  and  only- 
waiting  hands  to  do  it;  and  I  intend  to  offer 
my  service  to  him,  though  it  should  be  to  run 
errands  for  his  booth." 

''Never!  Think  a  moment;  the  money  left 
me  by  the  Comte  de  Pontorson  must  surely 
soon  be  forthcoming.  Why  shouldest  thou 
degrade  thyself  ?  " 

"  Ethel,  honest  work  never  yet  degraded 
man  or  woman !  This  English  trafficker  will 
esteem  me  all  the  more  that  I  do  not  despise 
his  buyings  and  sellings  ;  and  we  owe  him  scTme 
courtesy  for  his  hospitable  entreatment  of  us." 

So  the  conversation  ended,  and  the  upshot 
was  that  De  Cornelli  was  commissioned  to  go 
every  day  to  the  sea-gate  and  bid  for  fish,  as 
the  smacks  came  in,  or  for  vegetables  and  fruit 
from  the  Norman  trading- vessels ;  and  Ethel 
used  sometimes  to  accompany  him  as  inter- 
preter, until  he  grew  more  familiar  with  the 
language. 

The  old  town  wore  a  different  aspect  then 
from  what  it  now  presents  to  the  fashionable 
lounger  or  smoke-dried  Londoner.  There  were 
only  two  main  streets,  High  Street  and  All 
Saints'  Street,  and  between  them  bickered  the 
river  Bourne  over  a  pebbly  bed,  then,  turning 
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down  through  what  is  now  John  Street  and 
George  Street,  flowed  into  the  Priory  water — 
a  shallow  salt-water  haven  which  ran  almost  up 
to  where  the  Hastings  station  now  stands.  At 
the  bottom  of  High  Street  was  a  drawbridge, 
and  by  it  a  massive  gateway ;  and  the  Hundred 
Place,  in  which  the  business  of  the  commonalty 
was  wont  to  be  transacted  in  earlier  times,  was 
where  the  fish-market  now  lies ;  at  the  bottom 
of  All  Saints'  Street  was  the  exchange,  in  which 
the  silk  merchants  plied  their  trade.  Besides 
the  drawbridge  gate  there  were  three  others, 
namely,  Newgate,  the  Seagate,  near  the  mouth 
of  the  Bourne,  and  the  Watergate,  close  to  the 
court-house.  Formerly  a  handsome  pier  had 
protected  the  harbour,  starting  from  the  end  of 
the  Hastings  parade  and  running  south-east ; 
but  this,  at  the  time  of  our  story,  was  in  a  ruin- 
ous condition,  having  suffered  much  from  a 
violent  storm  in  the  year  1597. 

To  return  to  our  friend  the  jurat.  Having 
made  up  his  mind  to  speak  to  his  lodger  on  the 
delicate  subject  of  finances,  he  was  both  sur- 
prised and  relieved  to  be  anticipated,  and 
affected  to  discourage  the  sieur's  proposal ;  but 
after  a  few  days'  experience  he  discovered  that 
De  Cornelli  could  often  obtain  better  bargains 
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from  the  Norman  merchants  than  had  been 
possible  before,  and  he  would  ask  at  supper- 
time  whether  any  letter  had  yet  come  from  the 
marquis,  not  with  the  sceptical  smile  of  the 
week  before,  but  with  a  glance  which  betrayed 
his  anxiety  not  to  lose  so  profitable  a  guest. 

As  for  De  Cornelli  and  Ethel,  they  used  to 
wander  far  along  the  cliffs  in  the  afternoon, 
speculating  on  the  chances  of  Henri  finding 
Marie,  of  Marie  wedding  Henri,  of  William  of 
Orange  landing  in  England ;  wondering  why 
the  Marquis  de  Ruvigny  did  not  write ;  fearing 
that  England  would  again  become  Catholic, 
now  that  King  James  was  installing  the  Papists 
in  all  the  important  posts  throughout  the  land. 
But  never  once  did  they  touch  the  question 
which  was  so  dear  to  at  least  one  of  them; 
perhaps  De  Cornelli  thought  it  wiser  to  let  the 
seed  alone  which  he  had  dropped  in  Ethel's 
heart.  Some  people  are  for  plucking  it  up  con- 
tinually, just  to  see  if  it  be  sprouting,  but  he 
was  content  to  water  it  with  the  stream  of 
pleasant  talk,  and  to  foster  it  with  the  sunshine 
of  a  genial  presence,  leaving  the  result  to  time 
and  the  will  of  God. 

But  through  the  semblance  of  cheerful  resign 
nation,  Ethel  more  than  once  saw  in  her  com- 
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panion  the  canker  of  sorrow  that  was  preying 
upon  his  happiness.  Sometimes,  after  she  had 
strayed  away  from  him  to  cull  some  rare  flower 
in  the  glens  of  Ecclesbourne  or  Fairleigh,  she 
would  return  and  overhear  him  pleading  to  the 
Great  Father  for  the  life  of  his  child,  or  praying 
that  the  cup  of  suffering  might  pass  from  her 
to  him ;  and  the  sight  of  his  sunburnt  face,  wet 
with  the  tears  he  could  not  hide,  would  move 
the  sympathizing  girl  to  a  depth  of  pity  dan- 
gerously akin  to  love,  and  his  twenty  years 
of  seniority  seemed  no  insuperable  bar  just 
then. 

So  the  days  came  and  went,  nothing  ot 
importance  arising,  except  the  new  feeling  that 
was  scarcely  concealed  amongst  the  burghers 
and  those  of  the  gentry  who  were  strong  for  the 
Church  of  England,  namely,  an  impatient  desire 
to  see  William  of  Orange  come  sweeping  into 
the  harbour  with  his  Dutch  men-of-war  and 
refugee  Huguenots,  and  a  disgust  of  the  double- 
dealing  monarch  who  was  moving  pawn  and 
bishop  at  the  dictate  of  the  Jesuits. 

But  one  evening  in  the  middle  of  July  a 
French  trader  was  signalled,  and  De  CornelH 
went  down  through  the  Seagate,  as  usual,  with 
Ethel,  to  pick  up  any   commodity  that  might 
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prove  gainful  to  the  general  stores  of  Master 
Wekes  &  Co.  It  was  a  lovely  summer  sea, 
and  no  sooner  was  the  vessel  run  aground  in 
the  bay,  than  a  hundred  hands  or  more  were 
busy  shouldering  bales  and  casks  from  the  deck 
to  the  Hundred  Place,  where  an  auction  was 
about  to  be  held. 

Presently  the  open  space  was  filled  with  a 
crowd  of  townsfolk,  many  of  them  merely  idle 
spectators  of  the  scene,  whom  the  late  hour 
had  released  from  their  day's  labour.  The 
salesman,  mounted  on  a  tar-barrel,  offered  each 
bale  or  cask  at  a  nominal  high  price,  and  k^pt 
dropping  in  the  scale  until  some  purchaser 
volunteered  to  pay  the  sum  asked.  In  the  case 
of  casks  of  corn  or  vegetables,  it  was  usual  to 
open  one  or  two  and  show  samples  of  the 
contents.  Three  or  four  barrels  of  potatoes 
had  been  knocked  down  to  the  Sieur  de  Cor- 
nelli  for  Master  Thomas  Wekes,  and  now 
another  much  larger  was  offered  for  sale. 

As  the  auctioneer  abated  his  price,  De  Cor- 
nell! held  up  his  hand. 

"  The  potatoes  are  yours,  my  master  ! "  cried 
the  salesman,  and  was  proceeding  to  enter  a 
note  of  the  same,  when  a  dull  thud  was  heard, 
coming  as  it  were  from  the  Inside  of  the  potato- 
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barrel,  which  stood  very  visible  upon  a  plat- 
form. 

"  Hold,  my  masters  !  "  shouted  the  auctioneer 
to  two  of  Wekes's  men  who  were  going  to 
remove  the  barrel ;  "  there's  a  curious  noise 
inside  there.  If  the  worthy  merchant  likes,  the 
barrel  shall  be  opened — it  sounds  like  bottled 
cider,  but  it  is  marked  potatoes." 

Whispers  and  gestures  passed  between  De 
Cornelli  and  the  auctioneer,  and  the  ebullition 
of  the  bottled  cider  grew  more  noisy. 

"  There  be  a  mortal  power  of  small  holes  in 
this  cask,"  said  the  fellow  who  advanced  to 
knock  a  hole  in  the  head  of  it.  The  curiosity 
of  the  crowd  had  been  aroused,  and  a  breath- 
less silence  honoured  the  strokes  of  the  ham- 
mer ;  but  instead  of  punching  in  a  small  hole, 
as  was  intended,  the  artificer  forced  the  end  of 
the  cask  entirely  in,  and  immediately  jumped 
off  the  platform  with  an  oath,  declaring  that  the 
devil  was  crouched  inside  !  ' 

And  sure  enough,  to  the  amusement  of  the 
spectators,  an  old  man  crawled  out,  blinking  at 
the  light  and  jabbering  the  Norm^in  patois. 

"  Ha,  ha ! "  roared  the  crowd,  "  pretty  well 
for  a  new  potato  !  " 

But  the  red^skinned,  weather-beaten  old  man 
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Stirred  strange  memories  In  the  mind  of  De 
Cornelli.  He  whispered  to  Ethel,  ''Surely!  is 
it  not — can  it  be  poor  old  Pierre  ?  " 

'*  Certainly,  that  is  his  voice ! "  answered 
Ethel. 

The  refugee  walked  up  to  the  platform. 
"  Pierre  !  "  he  cried  in  an  unsteady  voice. 

The  old  man  gazed  in  blank  wonder  for  some 
seconds,  then,  kneeling  down  and  kissing  De 
Cornelli's  hand,  kept  murmuring,  "  Mon  cher 
maitre ! " 

"  Keep  back,  good  people  all,"  shouted  the 
auctioneer  ;  "  there  is  nothing  to  see — only  this 
French  gentleman  has  recognized  an  old  ac- 
quaintance." 

Scarcely  had  the  sleur  recovered  from  his 
surprise  when  another  figure  presented  itself — a 
little  boy  of  three  years  came  staggering  out  of 
the  cask,  his  wan  cheeks  and  scanty  clothing 
contrasting  strangely  with  a  wealth  of  golden 
hair  that  fell  on  his  shoulders.  Timidly  he  asked 
as  he  peered  out,  ''  Ou  done  sommes-nous, 
Pierre  ?  Sommes-nous  arrives  enfin  a  FAsylum 
Christi  ?  " 

This  time  the  townsfolk  did  not  laugh.  There 
was  something  pathetic  in  the  little  helpless 
child  and  his  weary,  plaintive  tone  that  touched 
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a  human  chord  ;  but  Pierre  looked  at  his  master 
and  pointed  to  the  child. 

''  Whose  little  boy  is  yon  ?  "  asked  De  Cor- 
nelli. 

''Whose,  monseigneur?  Why  yours,  of  course. 
That's  the  babe  whom  the  gracious  Lord  gave 
me  and  Mathilde  to  bring  up  when  my  poor 
lady  died ! " 

De  Cornelli  pressed  his  hand  before  his  eyes, 
and  his  whole  frame  shook  with  the  emotion  he 
was  trying  to  repress.  He  gasped  out,  "  Say 
that  again,  Pierre  ! "  And  Pierre  repeated  what 
he  had  said. 

Meanwhile  Ethel  had  pressed  to  the  front 
and  called  the  boy  to  her ;  and  when  the  sieur 
looked  up  again  to  embrace  his  child,  he  found 
the  little  fellow  nestling  his  head  against  Ethel's 
bosom. 

As  he  advanced  the  pale  face  turned  away 
from  him,  scared  by  the  black  beard  and  strange 
face. 

''Je  suis  votre  pere!"  And  he  held  out  his 
arms. 

But  the  little  fellow  shrank  away,  crying,  as 
he  buried  his  face  in  Ethel's  dress,  ''  Mais,  moi, 
j  ai  trouve  ma  mere." 

Ethel   turned   and   looked   at   the    Sieur  de 
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Cornelli ;  and  from  that  moment  the  refugee 
knew  that  his  long-lost  son  would  not  be 
motherless. 

But  all  was  not  yet  over.  Pierre  asserted 
that  there  was  still  a  third  person  in  the  cask. 

*'  She  has  been  very  ill  en  route,  has  old 
Mathilde — Mathilde,  the  old  nurse,  madame/' 
he  said,  turning  to  Ethel. 

After  some  delay  Mathilde  was  got  out — 
dead !  However,  there  was  no  time  to  indulge 
in  joy  or  grief ;  the  crowd  had  grown  very 
excited  and  noisy,  until  the  auctioneer  beckoned 
with  his  hand  and  said — 

"  Good  folk !  keep  the  peace  and  let  not  the 
mayor  have  to  question  us  about  this  night's 
uproar.  This  worthy  refugee  has  recovered  his 
little  son  whom  he  thought  dead  ;  they  have  all 
suffered  for  the  religion  which  is  so  dear  to  us ; 
let  us  show  them  our  sympathy — three  cheers 
for  the  refugees  ! " 

Never  had  old  Pierre  heard  such  hearty 
hurrahing  as  echoed  from  the  cliffs  to-night. 
And  as  they  walked  up  the  High  Street  and 
turned  up  by  St.  Clement's  Church,  with  two 
hundred  citizens  shouting  at  their  heels,  old 
Pierre,  with  French  politeness,  kept  doffing  his 
hat;  but  the  little  boy,  carried  in  his  father's 
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arms,  was  rather  alarmed  at  the  noise,  and  kept 
asking,  "  Est-ce  vraiment  TAsylum  Christi, 
monsieur  ?  " 

At  the  entrance  of  the  jurat's  garden  De 
CornelH  stood  with  his  son  in  his  arms  and 
thanked  the  people  for  their  sympathy,  and 
begged  them  to  go  home  like  good  citizens ; 
but  many  still  lingered  on  the  croft  above  the 
garden,  impelled  by  a  benevolent  curiosity  or  a 
prying  benevolence  to  peer  through  the  apple- 
trees  at  the  man  whose  son,  which  was  dead, 
had  come  to  life  again. 

But  Bridget  had  been  flattening  her  nose 
against  the  front  windows  ever  so  long,  fuming 
and  re-doing  her  front  curls  because  the  French 
nobleman  was  so  long  in  coming,  and  now  that 
she  heard  the  noise  of  voices  in  the  garden  at 
the  rear  of  the  house,  she  rushed  out,  too  full 
of  her  own  story  to  notice  the  additional  lodgers 
that  were  arriving. 

"  Marry !  here  your  honour  comes  at  last. 
The  master  and  me  has  been  looking  for  ye  I 
dare  na  say  how  long !  Was  anything  so  un- 
toward !  And  there  is  my  Lord  Marquis's 
gentleman  sitting  in  the  back  parlour  as  patient 
as  he  is  beautiful,  in  his  rich  broidery  and  silver 
buckles ! " 
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"  Look  here,  Bridget !  is  not  this  a  dear  little 
boy  ?  "  said  the  sieur  proudly,  patting  the  pale 
face,  and  radiant  with  a  new-born  happiness. 

"  To  the  confusion  with  all  little  boys  !  Do 
you  not  hear  me  ? — he  has  come,  my  Lord 
Marquis's  gentleman,  with  a  letter,  and  a  right 
royal  seal  to  boot ! " 

As  each  was  so  full  of  his  or  her  own 
reigning  idea,  it  was  some  time  before  order 
was  restored  in  the  household.  But  when 
Bridget  really  knew  what  had  happened,  I 
must  do  her  the  justice  to  say  that  her  womanly 
instincts  prevailed  over  her  awe  of  the  Marquis 
de  Ruvigny's  courier  ;  and  the  new  baby  was 
installed  in  Ethel's  bed-room,  which  he  declared 
to  be,  as  he  toddled  round  it,  much  more  like 
the  real  Asylum  Christi  than  anything  he  had 
seen  before.  This,  in  fact,  was  the  name  by 
which  the  refugees  distinguished  our  hospitable 
shores  during  the  religious  persecutions,  and 
Pierre  had  not  failed  to  paint  it  in  the  fairest 
and  brightest  colours  during  the  long,  dark 
confinement  in  the  potato-cask. 

The  marquis  in  his  letter  apologized  for  the 
delay.  He  had  been  away  from  home.  He  sent 
by  his  courier  a  sum  of  money,  and  he  informed 
De  Cornelli  that  with  regard  to  ancestors  of  the 
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Comte  de  Pontorson  whom  a  former  Sie.ur  de 
Cornelli  had  protected,  on  examining  old  papers 
he  had  found  a  letter  stating  that  a  certain 
Comte  de  Pontorson  and  madame  his  wife 
were  living  concealed  from  the  resentment  of 
Richelieu  in  a  secret  chamber  of  the  Chateau 
de  r Esprit.  A  second  letter  referred  to  the 
death  of  the  comte  ;  nothing  further  was  known 
of  them.  The  letter  concluded  by  the  writer 
expressing  an  eager  wish  to  see  De  Cornelli 
and  his  friends  as  soon  as  possible  at  Green- 
wich. 

"  No  news  still  of  poor  Marie  and  Henri !" 
murmured  the  sieur,  as  he  folded  the  letter; 
"  but  we  must  not  repine.  The  Lord  hath 
given  ;  and  If  he  determines  in  His  wisdom 
to  take  away  from  us,  we  must  still  say, 
'  Blessed  is  the  name  of  the  Lord.'  By  the 
w^ay,  Ethel,  when  I  come  to  think  of  it,  might 
not  that  skeleton  which  we  found  in  the  white 
tower  at  home  be  the  veritable  Comtesse  de 
Pontorson?  Suppose  that  my  grandfather  had 
died  leaving  no  one  master  of  the  poor  woman's 
secret — which  is  probable,  for  he  died  sud- 
denly— might  she  not  have  been  starved  to 
death  there  ?  " 

Thus  they  talked  till  Master  Wekes,  who  was 
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economical  of  oil,  tapped  at  the  door  and  said, 
Nine  of  the  clock,  friends  !  I  am  for  bed ; 
good-night !  " 

And  when  De  Cornelli  rose  and  gave  Ethel 
her  light — a  necessity  occasioned  by  the  extreme 
smallness  of  the  windows  and  greenness  of  the 
glass — he  held  her  hand  far  longer  than  polite- 
ness needed,  saying,  ''  Then  you  will  remember 
what  my  little  boy  said,  *  J  ai  trouve  ma 
mere  ?  ' " 

Ethel  answered  playfully,  "  Who  was  it  told 
me  that  a  woman  loved  the  individual,  and 
man  only  needed  to  be  loved — never  mind 
by  whom  ?  " 

"  Did  I  say  so  ?  Then  on  this  little  hand  I 
retract  my  folly,  and  swear  allegiance,  like  any 
vanquished  knight,  to  the  one  without  peer  or 
parallel." 

''  There  !  you  really  must  let  me  go,  sir.  You 
are  not  half  the  philosopher  I  always  thought 
you  to  be  !  " 

"  What  is  more  like  an  angel  than  a  sleeping 
child  ?  "  thought  Ethel,  as  she  entered  her  little 
chamber,  and  in  the  fulness  of  her  heart  knelt 
down  beside  the  motherless  one. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

The  chestnuts  in  Greenwich  Park  clothed 
themselves  in  their  wonted  autumnal  glories, 
the  fallow-deer  frolicked  and  skipped  with  their 
usual  levity  over  the  yellow  leaves  that  rustled 
fetlock  deep  in  the  narrow  glens  ;  only  the  red- 
coated  rangers  of  the  royal  forest  and  the  wood- 
cutters, who  clustered  together  beneath  the 
Spanish  chestnut  on  the  hill,  betrayed  any 
recognition  of  the  momentous  changes  that 
were  passing  into  history  in  these  sere  months 
of  the  year  1688. 

But  that  some  news  out  of  ordinary  ex- 
perience was  shaking  nobleman  and  peasant  out 
of  their  usual  frozen  channels  of  intercourse  was 
apparent  by  the  eager  manner  in  which  these 
same  yeomen  and  hard-fisted  labourers  would 
stop  and  accost  the  privileged  gentlemen 
whose    houses    abutted  on  the  royal  demesne. 
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One  tall  refugee  especially  would  they  question, 
as  he  paced  in  those  silent  glades,  leading  by 
the  hand  a  little  fair-haired  boy,  or  as  he 
crossed  over  to  visit  the  celebrated  Marquis  de 
Ruvigny  and  gather  the  latest  news  from 
Westminster.  They  knew  that  he  had  suffered 
for  his  religion,  that  he  had  been  chained  to  the 
oar,  and  that  he  was  deep  in  the  counsels  of  the 
Lord  Marquis ;  they  had  heard,  too,  of  his 
strange  meeting  with  the  little  son  whom  he 
had  thought  dead,  and  from  the  servants  at  his 
little  cottage  by  the  lower  entrance  to  the  park 
they  had  gathered  marvellous  stories  about  the 
heroism  of  the  young  lady  whom  the  refugee 
had  wedded  in  the  Huguenot  Church  of  La 
Tremblade  in  the  City  of  London. 

But  though  the  gossip  which  had  circulated 
about  was  enough  to  make  them  doff  their  caps 
with  respectful  interest  when  they  met  the 
French  gentleman,  it  needed  a  personal  feeling 
far  deeper  to  break  the  crust  of  their  English 
reserve  and  send  them  hat  in  hand  to  crave 
**  the  last  piece  of  tidings,  an  it  please  your 
worship."  And  this  personal  feeling  was 
presented  to  them  in  the  strange  troublous 
wave  which  was  just  now  moving  across  the 
face  of  the   political   waters,    from   the   agita- 
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tion  of  which  a  throne  seemed  Hkely  to  totter, 
and  a  disheartened  people  to  recover  a  lapsing 
freedom.  And  if  the  boors  of  Greenwich 
recked  little  of  freedom  of  conscience,  at  least 
the  movement  portended  to  them  a  change  of 
masters.  The  royal  park  with  its  wild  glens 
stocked  with  deer  might  come  again  to  be  the 
favourite  hunting-ground  of  William  of  Orange, 
as  it  had  been  of  "  the  wisest  fool  in  all  Chris- 
tendom ! "  Moreover,  London  lay  not  so  far 
away  but  that  her  throes  of  labour  and  cries 
for  relief  came  down  with  every  tide,  calling 
each  lazy  apprentice,  each  cut-purse  and  ring- 
dropper,  from  the  purlieus  of  Deptford  to  swell 
the  huge  mob  that  was  nightly  tramping 
between  Whitechapel  and  Whitehall  ;  while 
shouts  of  "No  Popery  ! "  waked  the  burgher 
from  his  sleep,  and  bonfires  of  pulpits,  con- 
fessionals, and  breviaries  blazed  before  the  ruins 
of  convent-house  in  Clerkenwell  or  Franciscan 
monastery  in  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields. 

''Asylum  Christi,"  indeed!  It  was  with  a 
cheek  blanched  with  terror  that  the  little  heir 
of  the  Sieur  de  Cornelli  craved  permission  to 
nestle  in  the  folds  of  his  fathers  cloak,  the 
day  they,  with  Ethel,  now  Madame  de  Cornelli, 
visited  the  docks  to  inquire  for  tidings  of  Henri 
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and  Marie  ;  for  as  they  stood  In  the  roadway, 
a  roar  as  of  demons  came  down  Tower  Street, 
and  they  had  barely  time  to  seek  shelter  in  a 
booth  before  a  company  of  train-bands  marched 
by  surrounding  a  coach,  and  followed  by  a 
throng  of  enraged  citizens,  who  howled  or 
hissed  curses,  shook  halters,  and  brandished 
cudgels  in  the  face  of  the  terrified  wretch  who 
occupied  the  carriage. 

As  the  cavalcade  passed  the  booth,  De 
Cornelli  and  Ethel  caught  .a  glimpse  of »  a 
savage  face,  black  with  coal-dust  and  disfigured 
by  shaven  eyebrows — -of  a  figure  dressed  In 
the  clothes  of  a  common  sailor,  and  of  arms 
wildly  stretched  from  the  coach  window,  and 
they  heard  a  hoarse  voice  cry  above  the  tumult, 
"  Keep  them  off,  gentlemen  ! — for  God's  sake 
keep  them  off !  " 

It  was  Judge  Jeffreys  going  to  his  last  lodg- 
ing in  the  Tower  ;  and  the  instrument-maker 
who  gave  De  Cornelli  the  Information  detailed 
so  ghastly  a  story  of  atrocities  to  his  hearers 
before  he  would  let  them  go,  that,  in  good 
sooth,  the  refugee's  golden  dream  of  Albion's 
love  for  fair  play  got  as  much  blurred  and 
deformed  as  his  little  son's  picture  of  "Asylum 
Christi  "  had  been  when  he  first  stepped  from 
the  potato  cask. 
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But  in  the  little  cottage  below  the  park  the 
days  passed  peacefully  enough.  The  morning 
was  devoted  to  literature ;  and  while  the  sieur 
was  busy  with  the  ''  Novum  Organum,"  Ethel 
was  teaching  the  little  neglected  one  his  letters. 
In  the  afternoons  they  would  walk  over  to  the 
house  of  the  Marquis  de  Ruvigny,  where  a 
company  of  the  best  refugees  were  constantly 
assembled  ;  and  in  the  evening  some  Norman 
gentleman  with  his  wife  or  daughter  would  drop 
in  as  naturally  as  if  they  were  within  ten 
minutes'  walk  of  St.  Ouen's,  and  play  a  rubber 
till  Pierre  announced  supper. 

And  so  the  winter  was  going  by,  while 
William  of  Orange  was  losing  the  popularity 
which  had  greeted  his  arrival,  and  noblemen 
who  had  been  used  to  be  slapped  on  the  back 
by  Charles  or  James  were  offended  by  the  stiff 
and  freezing  manners  of  their  new  king. 

The  valuables  which  had  been  shipped  across 
in  the  Dutch  sloop  before  the  attempted  flight 
from  Normandy,  together  with  the  income 
arising  from  the  property  bequeathed  by  the 
late  Comte  de  Pontorson,  had  been  sufficient 
to  enable  the  sieur  to  live  quietly  and  comfort- 
ably in  a  modest  home,  but  left  no  margin  for 
providing  a  dowry  for  Marie  ;  and  the  marquis 
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had  promised  to  use  his  influence  with  the  king 
to  procure  Henri  a,  good  post  in  the  EngHsh 
navy ;  for  after  a  long  silence  letters  had  at  last 
been  received  from  the  Hague,  from  both  Henri 
and  Marie,  giving  an  account  of  their  journey- 
to  the  coast,  and  their  escape  to  Holland. 
Some  duty  had  detained  the  former  on  board 
ship,  but  they  looked  forward  to  joining  the 
Sieur  de  Cornelli  at  an  early  date.  Not  a 
word  about  marriage !  Perhaps  they  wished 
that  to  be  regarded  as  a  matter  of  course ; 
perhaps  the  ceremony  was  deferred  until  a 
more  convenient  season. 

It  gave  Ethel  a  few  qualms  to  think  how 
surprised  Marie  would  be  to  find  her  the  wife 
of  her  father,  and  she  often  wondered  whether 
the  surprise  would  be  an  agreeable  one.  For 
herself,  she  was  perfectly  happy,  and  her  ready- 
made  duties  to  the  little  Norman  prevented  her 
from  feeling  any  girlish  pique  when,  as  was 
sometimes  the  case,  De  Cornelli  would  sit  for 
an  hour  with  an  open  book  on  his  knee  and  his 
attention  withdrawn  from  the  outside  world  to 
the  microcosm  of  his  own  abstract  thoughts. 
And  again,  when  in  the  long  evenings  he  would 
sit  by  the  fireside,  and  taking  his  child  on 
his  knee  would  pensively  stroke  his  long  yellow 
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hair,  as  if  those  soft  encircHng  curls  reminded 
him  of  a  form  that  was  gone,  he  would  suddenly 
look  up  with  a  sweet  smile  at  Ethel,  and, 
divining  the  half-regret  that  deepened  the  blue 
of  her  eyes,  would  murmur  softly,  *'  In  heaven 
they  neither  marry  nor  are  given  in  marriage  " — 
a  text  which  always  gives  considerable  comfort 
to  those  who  wish  to  encourage  themselves 
after  having  taken  a  second  wife,  though  it  has 
been  noticed  that  step-children,  and  it  has  been 
conjectured  that  the  spirit  of  the  departed  wife, 
are  less  able  to  pluck  comfort  from  the  thought. 

Old  Pierre,  who  had  been  growing  very 
tartaric  over  the  abominations  of  Anglican  ritual, 
and  who  felt  that  the  honour  of  his  house  had 
received  a  tarnish  when  his  master  married 
Mademoiselle  Ethel,  once  delivered  himself  in 
decisive  language  to  a  French  valet  who  had 
come  with  his  master  to  sup  with  De  Cornelli. 
Commenting  on  this  very  text,  the  old  man 
cried,  as  he  put  down  a  glass  of  canary  un- 
tasted — 

''  Nenniy  ma  foi !  it  is  mighty  fine  work 
quoting  Scripture  to  serve  such  ends  ;  but  would 
it  be  any  comfort  to  me  if  one  of  those  London 
cutpurses,  after  taking  my  money,  should 
plead  to  my  face,  '  It  matters  not,  mon  ami,  for 
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in  heaven  there  is  neither  property  nor  giving 
of  property '  ?  Non,  non  !  that's  not  the  argu- 
ment, sirrah !  I  marvel  my  master  should  so 
twist  and  misinterpret  the  truth  ;  but,  jour  de 
Dieu  !  it  makes  my  heart  ache  to  see  how  he 
reads  the  works  of  vain  philosophy,  when  he 
might  get  at  the  truth  itself  just  as  it  trickles 
pure  off  the  pen  of  the  evangelist." 

But  however  much  old  Pierre  might  protest, 
just  to  save  his  reputation  for  logical  con- 
sistency, against  mesalliances  and  the  Papistry 
of  the  English  Church,  in  his  heart  of  hearts  he 
loved  his  new  mistress  with  all  the  chivalrous 
ardour  of  a  Norman  ;  and  when  he  attended  the 
French  service  in  the  old  Greenwich  Church, 
together  with  his  master  and  the  rest  of  the 
Huguenots,  as  the  hymn  of  thanksgiving  rose 
and  echoed  about  the  cobwebbed  roof,  and  biof 
tears  rolled  down  from  the  mixed  fount  of  bitter 
memories  and  present  gratitude,  Pierre's  heart 
smote  him  for  feeling  bitterness  towards  his 
English  protectors  ;  for,  thought  he,  though  the 
ghost  of  a  linen  decency  still  haunts  them,  they 
have  charity — they  let  us  worship  in  their  own 
temple ;  and  while  they  have  charity,  none  may 
harm  them. 

One  day  in  the  early  spring  of  1689,  when 
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the  hawthorns  and  chestnuts  had,  with  their 
usual  impetuosity,  rushed  into  their  vernal 
bravery  before  the  stately  elms  had  even 
thought  of  the  necessity  of  changing  their 
dress,  a  messenger  had  come  across  the  park 
from  the  grey-haired  marquis,  bearing  an 
urgent  invitation  to  the  Sieur  de  Cornelli  and 
madame  his  wife  for  dinner  and  good  news. 

As  it  happened,  Ethel  was  unable  to  accom- 
pany her  husband ;  but  in  the  afternoon  she 
walked  through  the  whitening  avenues,  leading 
*'  the  litde  cavalier,"  as  the  neighbours  called 
the  boy,  and  entering  the  marquis's  garden, 
which  was  fenced  off  from  the  park  by  a  low 
wooden  railing,  sat  down  for  a  moment  in  an 
arbour  set  with  table  and  chairs,  and  where  she 
knew  the  gentlemen  would  shortly  repair  to 
smoke  and  drink  coffee.  Before  her  lay,  as  in 
a  panorama,  the  silver-winding  Thames  far 
below,  studded  with  many  a  craft  of  Holland 
and  England,  and  losing  itself  in  the  misty 
reaches  by  the  Tower.  Ethel,  possessed  by  the 
charm  of  the  view,  felt  irresistibly  impelled  to 
reproduce  it  in  pencil,  and  taking  from  her 
satchel  a  sheet  of  paper,  began  to  spoil  Nature's 
impression  after  the  fashion  of  amateur  artists, 
while    Charlie   de    Cornelli    tasted   the   leaves, 
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feather-grass,  and  even  the  various  soils  in  his 
scientific  vicinity,  with  that  craving  for  gastric 
experience  which  mothers  usually  so  cruelly 
repress.  Injusta  noverca !  How  impossible 
is  it  for  a  woman  to  play  the  mother  to  the 
full,  when  she  is  only  a  step-mother  !  As  the 
Thames  grew  dark  upon  the  paper,  so  the  boy's 
mouth  and  cheeks .  grew  blacker  with  London 
clay. 

Meanwhile  there  was  approaching  the  grotto 
a  gentleman  whose  plain  dress  of  foreign  make 
betokened  an  acquaintance  with  the  Hague. 
He  stepped  softly  on  the  yielding  turf;  his 
hands  were  folded  behind  his  back,  and  the 
lines  that  furrowed  his  lofty  brow  and  pale  thin 
cheek  spoke  of  thought  working  hand  in  hand 
with  sickness — a  solemn .  and  severe  aspect. 
And  the  child  shrank  away  instinctively,  as 
who  should  say,  ''  Here  comes  one  who  has  no 
sympathy  with  such  as  I.^'  Nevertheless,  the 
childish  gaze  was  riveted  in  fearful  wonder 
upon  the  stranger's  long,  curved  nose,  which 
reminded  him  of  the  tame  eagle  he  had  seen  in 
London,  and  step  by  step  the  boy  followed  him 
to  the  arbour  in  which  Ethel  was  sitting. 

But  the  new  comer,  becoming  suddenly  aware 
of  a  lady's  presence,  lifted  his  eyes  with  a  keen 
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flash  of  displeasure,  and  paused  a  moment.  In 
that  brief  look  the  sullen  brow  relaxed,  the 
peevish  mouth  loosened  its  grip  on  the  blood- 
less lips,  and  while  a  softer  light  danced  in  the 
gleaming  eyes,  some  emotion  had  set  the  heart 
throbbing  with  unusual  energy,  and  the  care- 
worn face  of  the  stranger  looked  younger  and 
less  pallid.  What  had  worked  so  sudden  a 
change  in  his  aspect  ? 

Ethel  was  sitting  at  the  little  table,  and  as 
she  bent  over  her  drawing,  it  was  only  a  profile 
that  met  the  intruder's  eye — a  clear-cut  profile, 
a  fair  complexion,  somewhat  more  milky-white 
perhaps  since  her  marriage,  a  line  of  wavy 
golden  hair  drawn  from  her  temple  behind  a 
tiny  ear,  an  ungloved  hand  sparkling  with 
diamonds,  a  pretty  girlish  figure.  Were  these 
powerful  enough  to  stimulate  the  tender  emotions 
of  one  who,  to  all  appearance,  had  outlived  the 
summer  of  his  passions  ?  Whatever  the  silent 
thoughts  were  which  were  kindling  the  relics  of 
a  fine  face,  they  were  speedily  routed  and  put 
to  flight  by  a  convulsive  spasm  of  the  throat 
and  a  hoarse  cough,  which,  as  it  shook  his 
slender  frame,  made  Ethel  drop  her  pencil, 
with  a  cry  of  surprise,  and  start  from  the  table. 

"  I  beg  pardon  of  my  lady,  to  render  myself 
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SO  terrible,"  said  the  stranger,  In  a  foreign 
accent,  putting  back  with  thin  white  fingers  the 
stray  curls  of  his  brown  peruke,  and  bowing 
less  courteously  than  was  the  custom  when 
gentlemen  first  addressed  themselves  to  ladies. 

Ethel  returned  the  bow  stiffly,  and  began  to 
collect  her  things  in  her  satchel. 

"  I  shall  intreat  a  few  little  moments  of  con- 
versation, madame,"  said  the  Dutch  gentleman, 
standing  in  the  doorway  and  touching  Ethel's 
arm  ;  ''  for  I  have  a  headache,  and  have  left  |;he 
dinner-table  to  seek  the  fresh  wind  of  this 
garden.  I  pray,  do  not  go  away — I  would  be 
amused  ! " 

*' I  am  sorry  you  have  a  headache,  sir;  but 
methinks  you.  have  hardly  learned  your  first 
lesson  in  our  English  courtesy.  I  must  request 
that  you  will  allow  me  to  join  my  husband." 

"  Nay,  fair  mistress,  an  you  have  a  husband 
here,  I  shall  be  more  peremptory  with  you,  as 
one  who  needs  not  to  be  introduced.  I  must 
have  met  your  husband  within  here,  and  per- 
mit me  to  say  that  I  think  him  very  fortunate 
in  having  so  fine  a  woman  for  his  wife ! " 

"  I  thank  you,  sir,  for  a  gross  compliment," 
said  Ethel  coldly. 

She  began  to  think  that  the  marquis's  wine 
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was  to  blame  for  the  unpleasant  pertinacity 
of  the  stranger,  while  Charlie  had  crept  in 
between  them,  and  stood  holding  Ethel's  dress, 
half-angry  and  half-timid. 

''  Madame,  it  is  the  custom  in  my  country  to 
salute  a  lady  on  the  cheek,  and  I  beg  the 
honour  of  touching  yours  with  my  lips." 

"  I  am  deeply  obliged,"  replied  Ethel,  with  a 
low  curtsy,  *'but  that  is  not  our  custom,  nor 
have  I  yet  learned  your  name." 

'*  I  will  readily  give  my  name,  if,  fair  one,  you 
will  grant  me  a  salute." 

"You  are  too  condescending,  sir.  If,  as  I 
guess,  you  are  honoured  in  his  highness's  suite, 
it  would  ill  become  you  to  stoop  to  equality 
with  the  wife  of  a  refugee." 

"  Of  a  refugee  ?  Surely  this  is  no  mincing 
French  face." 

The  stranger  attempted  to  draw  Ethel  to 
him  as  he  spoke,  but  with  a  quick  turn  she 
eluded  his  grasp,  knocking  over  the  table,  how- 
ever, in  her  effort  to  escape.  There  was  nothing 
now  to  separate  the  two,  and  the  Dutchman, 
with  a  flushed  face  and  a  mouth  pinched  into 
the  symbol  of  firm  resolve,  still  followed  her  as 
she  retreated  to  a  corner. 

The  little  child  lay  sprawling  on  the  floor, 
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too  surprised  to  raise  a  cry.  Ethel's  blue  eyes 
seemed  to  widen,  and  a  light  came  and  went  in 
them,  as  in  the  last  moments  of  a  summer 
twilight  the  light  comes  and  goes  or  ever  the 
stars  shine  forth.  The  delicate  nostrils,  too, 
widened  at  their  base,  as  if  the  spirit  of  self- 
defence  were  waving  a  banner  of  defiance. 

"  I  must  snatch  one  kiss — it  is  my  privilege,'* 
cried  the  stranger,  and  again  seizing  Ethel  by 
the  waist,  he  was  drawing  her  to  him,  when  she 
lifted  her  right  hand  and  dealt  him  so  round^a 
blow  on  the  left  temple  that  he  staggered  back 
for  a  moment,  then,  before  he  had  quite  re- 
covered his  senses,  put  his  hand  upon  his 
sword-hilt,  as  though  to  defend  himself  against 
further  assault. 

Ethel  marked  this  movement  and  cried,  with 
a  scornful  curl  of  the  lip,  "Is  it  also  the  custom 
of  your  country  to  draw  upon  a  woman  ?  " 

The  stranger,  still  -dazed  by  the  blow,  and 
wearinof  four  finder  marks  set  in  scarlet  lines 
across  his  cheek  and  temple,  fell  back  and  leaned 
against  the  rude  trellis-work  of  the  grotto,  and 
at  that  moment  the  Sieur  de  Cornelli  stood  in 
the  doorway. 

A  curious  group  it  was  that  met  his  eye — his 
wife  standing  flushed  and  ruffled,  with  the  angry 
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lines  still  about  her  brow  and  eyes ;  little  Charlie, 
•with  his  finger  in  a  very  dirty  mouth,  sobbing 
as  he  looked  wistfully  at  his  mother,  and  the 
tall  Dutch  gallant,  pale  and  embarrassed,  lean- 
ing wearily  against  the  wall. 

As  De  Cornelll  looked  at  Ethel  for  an  ex- 
planation, she  said  drily,  ''  Here  is  a  strange 
gentleman  come  from  the  dinner-table  with  so 
bad  a  headache  that  he  hath  frightened  us  both. 
I  pray  thee,  mon  cher,  lead  him  within  ! " 

The  person  in  question  shot  a  glance  of 
gratitude  at  Ethel. 

But  De  Cornelll  himself  looked  both  shocked 
and  concerned  at  the  appearance  of  the  stranger. 
Whispering  to  his  wife's  ear,  ''  C  est  le  roi  lul- 
meme — c'est  Gulllaume  !"  he  flew  to  offer  his  arm 
to  the  royal  visitor.  William,  however,  declined 
his  aid,  and  muttered  something  about  a  fainting 
fit  which  would  soon  be  over. 

Ethel  took  the  opportunity  of  retiring  with 
her  Infant  charge,  dropping  a  low  curtsy  as  she 
passed  the  king,  and  saying,  ''Had  I  known 
who  it  was,  your  majesty,  I  should  have  better 
understood  how  to  deal  with  that  giddiness 
which  gave  me  such  a  turn  ! " 

William  bowed  gravely  and  bit  his  lip.  *'  A 
fine  woman,  monsieur,    but  her  manners  lack 
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courtly  polish  !  "  he  said  laconically  to  De  Cor- 
nelli,  when  Ethel  had  gone. 

*'  She  is  a  woman  of  high  mettle !  I  am 
never  afraid  to  leave  her  alone,"  replied  De 
Cornelli,  with  a  look  which  would  have  embar- 
rassed an  ordinary  mortal.  But  William  of 
Orange  had  recovered  his  balance,  and  meeting 
the  sieur's  reproachful  glance  with  a  haughty 
and  somewhat  cold  air,  waved  his  hand  im- 
patiently, as  if  he  said,  "  Enough  of  trifles  ;  let 
us  return  to  the  realities  of  life ! " 

And  the  Norman  gentleman,  in  spite  of  the 
acerbity  which  the  late  contretemps  had  roused 
in  him,  could  not  help  admiring  the  sang-froid 
with  which  the  hero  of  Protestant  Europe 
extricated  himself  from  a  situation  which  would 
have  humiliated  any  other  man. 

The  conversation  was  now  carried  on  in 
French,  for  William  of  Orange  was  equally 
at  home  with  French,  Italian,  or  Spanish.  •    • 

''  I  overheard  you  talking  about  your  escape 
from  France  in  casks,  I  think.  I  am  glad  to 
have  an  opportunity  of  asking  a  few  questions 
about  your  country." 

"  Pardon  me,  your  majesty,  my  wife  and  I 
came  across  in  a  merchant  vessel  in  the  ordin- 
ary way  ;    it  was  my  little  son  who  was  con- 
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cealed  in  a  cask.  It  may  interest  your  highness 
to  learn  that  Le  Grand  Monarque  has  given 
orders  for  the  holds  of  all  vessels  to  be  fumi- 
gated with  a  deadly  gas  before  the  ship  quits 
her  port,  so  that  concealment  in  casks  is  now  a 
perilous  thing." 

"  Could  Louis  be  so  fiendish  !  Monsieur,  if 
there  be  any  man  whom  I  hate  and  despise,  it 
is  the  King  of  France.  .  A  posturing,  grimacing 
tyrant,  whom  I  shall  vastly  relish  humbling 
one  day.     Sir,  it  is  my  fate  to  crush  him  ! " 

"  I  hope  so,  with  all  my  heart ;  and  I  pray 
that  your  majesty  may  continue  in  that  belief. 
Languedoc  is  ready  to  catch  fire,  if  England 
will  only  apply  the  spark." 

"  Ah,  all  in  good  time  !  This  same  England 
is  a  hornet's  nest !  I  must  look  to  my  own 
house  before  I  carry  arms  abroad.  The  red 
coats  and  the  black  coats  are  alike  discontented ; 
the 'army  are  mortified  at  the  small  part  they 
played  in  the  revolution,  and  the  clergy,  after 
having  preached  Charles  the  Martyr  so  long 
to  admiring  congregations,  think  it  insipid 
returning  to  the  old  gospel  theme.  We  shall 
have  trouble  enough,  I  quite  expect,  with  the 
Established  Church — bah  !  an  abomination. 
Relio^ious  thought  should  be  free,  monsieur,  and 


ASYLUM    CHRISTI.  3OI 

to  establish  a  State  Church  is  to  set  up  a 
tyranny.  Come !  you  have  felt  the  burden, 
what  say  you  ?  " 

De  Cornelli  twirled  his  long  moustache  as  he 
replied — 

"  As  your  majesty  asks  for  my  opinion,  I 
must  confess  that  I  was  once  of  the  same 
opinion";  but  a  long  experience  of  our  French 
Reformed  Church  has  produced  a  tardy  con- 
viction that  the  ideal  freedom  to  which  your 
majesty  alludes  does  in  practice  turn  out  to 
be  only  another  servitude.  Disestablish  your 
Church,  and  you  will  only  make  an  exchange 
of  masters  ;  you  will  fall  under  the  despotism 
of  a  fanatical  majority,  who  will  absolutely  forbid 
any  contradiction  of  the  little  ounce  of  truth 
which  they  are  hugging  to  their  bosom.  I 
have  found  that  to  my  own  cost.  On  the  other 
hand,  I  must  allow,  in  a  State  Church  you  are 
liable  to  the  penalties  which  follow  a  monopoly 
— want  of  free  competition  will  induce  at  times 
a  lethargy,  a  false  pride  ;  the  conscience  will 
be  better  regulated,  but  it  will  lack  the  fervour, 
the  passion  that  fires  a  free  church.  I  could 
give  more  reasons " 

'V Monsieur,  you  have  given  me  enough,"  said 
William,  rising.     "  I  perceive  I  am  talking  to 
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one  who  believes  that  Luther  and  Calvin  have 
not  said  the  last  word.  We  have  our  Bayle  at 
Rotterdam  ;  your  sentiments  are  not  new  to  me. 
But,  for  my  part,  I  cannot  afford  to  spend  my 
time  In  exploring  the  frontier  line  of  belief.  I 
must  work ;  and  whilst  I  work  I  must  have  a 
faith  and  theology  cut  and  dried  and  ready  for 
me — that  I  find  In  our  Lutheran  Church.  And, 
after  all,  monsieur,  it  Is  such  men  as  I  who  are 
the  great  liberators  of  the  human  mind  ;  we 
slay  the  old  Giant  Superstition,  and  whilst  his 
progeny  are  still  but  weaklings,  you  philo- 
sophers have  liberty  to  push  your  impertinent 
noses  into  any  dusty  corner  you  choose.  But 
the  marquis  will  miss  us  ;  let  us  return  to  the 
house." 

Before  they  had  regained  the  salon  of  the 
marquis,  De  Cornelli  observed  that  William 
had  ao^aln  assumed  his  old  austere  manner  and 
haughty  reserve,  which  he  apparently  thought 
was  part  and  parcel  of  kingllness,  and  his 
language,  from  being  rudely  vigorous,  became 
curt,  formal,  and  unlmpassloned. 

In  the  salon  were  gathered  many  friends  of 
the  marquis,  of  both  sexes,  not  a  few  of  whom 
showed  by  their  long  thin  faces  and  veteran 
lace  that  the  flight  out  of  Egypt  had  occasioned 
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some  suffering  and  hardship  ;  and  in  strange 
contrast  to  these  were  the  full-bodied,  sleek- 
faced  gentlemen  from  Holland  who,  accom- 
panied the  king,  and  whose  feathers,  ruff,  short 
cloak,  and  lace  collar  were  all  so  point-device 
and  new  that  it  seemed  clear  they  had  lighted 
upon  a  nest  bravely  feathered  when  they  came 
to  England. 

As  coffee  was  being  handed  round  and  the 
guests  were  all  standing  up  out  of  respect  to 
the  king,  an  old  grey-headed  gentleman  ad- 
vanced towards  William,  leading  Ethel  by  the 
hand ;  she  was  blushing  and  looking  more 
embarrassed  than  was  her  wont. 

''Well,  marquis,  do  you  come  to  ask  for 
more  places  for  your  distressed  Huguenots?" 
said  William,  not  seeing  at  first  what  lady  it 
was  De  Ruvigny  had  upon  his  arm. 

"  Nay,  your  majesty,"  answered  the  marquis  ; 
"  I  bring  one  of  your  charming  subjects,  who 
tells  me  that  she  has  treated  your  majesty  with 
some  disrespect,  not  knowing  with  whom  she 
had  the  honour  of  conversing.  Madame  de 
Cornelli  craves  your  majesty's  pardon  ! " 

William's  cheek  flushed  a  little  as  he  made  a 
slight  inclination  of  the  head,  and  with  some 
hesitation  he  lifted  Ethel's  hand  to  his  lips. 
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De  Cornelli  had  fallen  back  a  little  from  the 
group  which  was  surrounding  the  king,  and 
the  old  marquis  came,  smiling  and  rubbing  his 
hands,  and  whispered  in  his  ear — 

"  Did  you  mark  how  he  kissed  her  hand  ? 
There  was  a  witty  thing  spoken  by  John  Selden 
which  comes  into  my  mind.  Said  he,  '  To  kiss 
a  lady's  hands  after  her  lips,  as  some  do,  is  like 
little  boys,  that  after  they  eat  the  apple  fall  to  the 
paring,  out  of  a  love  they  have  to  the  apple.' " 

But  De  Cornelli's  philosophical  calm  seemed 
troubled  by  some  ungenial  emotion.  The  old 
marquis  offered  him  his  snuff-box,  tapped  him 
on  the  shoulder,  and  hastened  to  comfort  him. 

"  Never  mind,  mon  ami ;  madame  was  too 
terrible  for  him,  and,  as  she  tells  me,  defended 
herself  with  success !  But  it  is  unfortunate  for 
the  scheme  we  had  in  hand." 

Meanwhile  Ethel  had  continued  in  conver- 
sation with  the  king  in  the  privacy  of  an  oriel 
window.  William  spoke  low,  assuming  an  air 
of  cumbrous  gaiety  which  did  not  become  him 
so  much  as  he  thought  it  did. 

"  Then,  madame,  we  are  to  understand  that 
your  resistance  to  our  demand  for  a  salute 
would  have  been  withdrawn,  had  you  recog- 
nized our  presence  ?  " 
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"  That  depends  on  the  motive  that  prompted 
the  demand,  your  majesty;  had  you  sought 
it  as  a  mere  pitiful  ceremony,  I  might  have 
compHed." 

"  But  surely  our  good  subject  would  not  have 
struck  her  liege  lord  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  promise,  your  majesty.  I  will  say 
this,  however,  that  had  I  known  who  it  was 
I  would  not  have  struck  so  hard." 

"  Tiefel !  I  admire  your  candour,  madame  ! 
Had  the  English  army  struck  for  James  as  j^ou 
have  struck  for  your  husband,  we  had  not  seen 
the  inside  of  Whitehall !  But  what  means  this 
hubbub  ? " 

The  sedate  company  of  courtiers  and  refugees 
was  growing  excited  and  loquacious,  as  the 
baying  of  a  large  foreign-looking  hound,  half- 
mastiff,  half-bloodhound  to  our  English  eye, 
drew  them  to  the  window  at  the  end  of  the 
salon.  With  one  forepaw  the  great  brute  was 
scratching  against  the  glass,  as  he  raised  himself 
on  his  hind  legs  upon  the  gravel  walk  without. 
And  every  now  and  then  he  stood  with  his  paw 
suspended  in  the  air,  and  tossing  back  his  head 
sent  forth  from  a  black-roofed  mouth  a  long 
deep  roar  that  set  all  the  little  spaniels  of  the 
marquis  cowering  under  the  stately  oak  chairs, 
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and  made  the  big  house-dog  strain  furiously  at 
his  collar. 

Ethel  started  when  she  heard  the  barking, 
and  the  colour  came  fast  to  her  face,  as  It  does 
when  you  suddenly  hear  the  voice  of  a  long- 
expected  friend.  The  old  marquis,  who  was 
near  her,  noticed  her  emotion  and  said,  ''  Fear 
not,  madame  ;  we  shall  have  the  intruder  driven 
away  !  " 

''  It  Is  not  fear,"  Ethel  quickly  replied,  '*  It  Is 
joy  ;  for  I  hear  the  voice  of  one  of  my  best  and 
dearest  friends ! " 

So  strange  a  remark  occasioned  a  little  well- 
bred  surprise,  and  shoulders  and  eyebrows  were 
elevated  with  something  of  pity  for  one  whose 
friends  were  so  humble. 

"  A  fine  beast,"  remarked  one,  "  but  he  has 
lost  an  ear." 

At  this  moment  De  Cornelli  appeared  In  the 
garden,  for  he  had  left  the  room  directly  he 
saw  Maintenon,  and  at  the  sound  of  his  voice 
the  mastiff  turned  and  recognized  his  master 
and  friend. 

Animals  have  no  self-consciousness,  no  deli- 
cate reserve  before  strangers,  and  they  have  a 
troublesomely  honest  way  of  expressing  their 
feelings.     Maintenon   did    as   other    dogs   do. 
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Regardless  of  the  presence  of  the  king,  he 
barked  and  jumped  and  fawned  upon  the  Sieur 
de  CornelH  till  his  tongue  came  out  red  and  wet 
with  excitement ;  and  his  majesty,  on  hearing 
the  story  from  Ethel's  lips,  had  the  window 
opened,  and  himself  commanded  that  Maintenon 
should  come  into  the  salon. 

"  This  dog  has  spoilt  all  my  plans,"  said  the 
marquis.  *T  had  intended  to  surprise  our  friend 
here  with  the  unexpected  presence  of  his 
daughter  and  her  husband,  and  now  the  news 
is  out ! " 

"And  your  majesty  will  find  a  commission 
for  Henri  Guillot,"  said  Ethel,  fixing  her  dark 
blue  eyes  upon  William  of  Orange. 

"  After  to-day  I  dare  refuse  nothing  to 
Madame  de  Cornelli ! "  answered  the  king  ; 
"but  when  my  last  man  is  shot,  I  know  one 
woman  at  least  who  would  do  her  duty  bravely 
for  the  flag !  " 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

We  must  glance  back  briefly  at  Marie  and  her 
friends,  whom  we  left  at  the  chalet  of  the 
Huguenot  widow. 

After  resting  for  the  night  they  proceeded  on 
their  road  through  the  forest,  and  leaving  Alals 
on  their  right,  struck  off  Into  the  Cevennes,  with 
the  purpose  of  rejoining  the  Children  of  God. 
Here  Cavalier  bade  adieu  to  the  rest,  for  his 
road  lay  now  to  the  east,  whereas  It  was  the 
intention  of  Henri  and  his  brother  to  make  for 
the  coast  and  take  sail  for  Holland. 

But  their  movements  had  not  been  altogether 
unnoticed.  Immediately  upon  Maries  escape 
having  become  known,  the  Benedictine,  with  his 
usual  indefatigable  capacity  for  ferreting  out  the 
concealed,  had  started  express  for  Alais,  feeling 
sure  that  the  fugitive  would  try  to  regain  the 
mountains.     Arrived  there,   he  obtained  from 
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the  mayor  a  couple  of  mounted  militia,  and  set 
out  for  St.  Jean  du  Gard.  But  as  ill  luck  would 
have  it,  he  took  the  very  road  by  which  Henri 
and  Marie  were  travelling,  and  being  only  half 
an  hour  behind  them  he  suddenly  observed  two 
horsemen  in  front  of  him,  quickened  his  speed 
to  get  speech  with  them,  and  then  descried  the 
fluttering  of  a  woman's  skirt  behind  one  of  the 
riders.  He  now  made  a  ddtour  to  get  nearer 
without  being  perceived,  and  this  was  easy,  as 
the  road  was  bordered  on  one  side  by  a  wood. 
To  his  great  joy  Friar  Francis  discovered  that 
it  was  indeed  the  truant  of  whom  he  was  in 
search.  Availing  himself,  therefore,  of  the 
shelter  of  a  great  rock  which  ran  out  at  a  corner 
of  the  road,  he  posted  himself  and  his  two 
soldiers  ready  to  fire  when  the  horsemen  should 
appear.  As  their  carbines  went  off  together, 
they  saw  one  of  the  horses  rear  and  fall  back- 
ward, the  other  galloped  off,  bearing  Henri  with 
a  broken  arm,  and  Marie  behind  him. 

Henri's  brother  lay  motionless  in  the  road- 
way, and  over  him  lay  his  horse,  groaning  In  the 
agonies  of  death  and  covering  him  with  blood. 
The  Benedictine  had  dismounted  when  he  saw 
that  the  soldiers  had  followed  in  pursuit  of  the 
fugitives,  and  was  on  the  point  of  making  sure 
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of  the  fallen  officer  when  Malntenon  came 
tearing  along  the  track  with  an  angry  snarl 
which  made  the  monk  withhold  his  hand.  The 
mastiff  had  at  first  followed  his  mistress,  but 
catching  sight  of  a  horse  and  his  rider  on  the 
ground,  he  had  paused,  doubtful  what  to  do  for 
the  best ;  yet  possessing  little,  nay,  a  mere 
smattering,  of  casuistry,  he  had  chosen  the 
chivalrous  and  returned  to  help  the  fallen 
stranger.  The  monk  fired  his  pistol  without 
effect,  and  the  next  moment  the  dog  was  about 
his  throat,  and  had  forced  him  backwards 
against  the  bank. 

Jules  Guillot,  stunned  for  a  few  minutes, 
found  himself  unable  to  stir  from  his  position,  on 
account  of  the  weight  of  the  poor  brute  gasping 
its  last  across  his  body ;  but  he  lifted  his  head 
and  saw  a  horrible  sight.  The  monk  lay  on  his 
back  upon  the  slope  of  the  verdant  bank,  his 
eyes  straining  as  though  they  would  jump  from 
their  sockets ;  the  dark  muzzle  of  the  hound 
was  half  buried  in  the  throat  of  the  unhappy 
man,  who  had  just  drawn  a  knife  from  his 
girdle  ;  and  as  he  caught  with  his  left  hand  at 
the  first  part  of  the  dog  which  in  his  frenzy  he 
felt  nearest,  Jules  saw  the  gleaming  knife  pass 
through    one    shaggy   ear   close   to  the   head. 
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Then,  with  a  howl,  the  dog  drew  out  his  crim- 
son fangs  and  flew  at  the  hand  which  had  com- 
mitted the  assault.  This  gave  the  monk  a 
chance  of  rising  ;  he  lifted  his  body,  and  the 
eyes  of  the  two  men  met.  The  monk  stretched 
out  his  disengaged  hand  towards  Jules,  tried  to 
speak,  but  the  words  came  gurgling  out  of  his 
lacerated  throat  with  a  fresh  outburst  of  bleed- 
ing, and  then  he  sank  down  again  to  rise  no 
more. 

Maintenon  would  not  quit  his  enemy,  though 
Jules  called  to  him  in  every  tone  of  command 
and  persuasion,  but  kept  walking  round  him 
and  licking  his  lips  savagely,  or  sometimes 
shaking  his  head  uneasily  as  the  pain  of  his 
own  wound  grew  more  imperious. 

And  Jules  lay  there  under  his  dead  horse, 
fascinated  by  the  monk's  staring  eyes,  over 
which  was  even  now  stealing  the  film  of  death  ; 
and  the  hand  which  had  been  so  busy  haling 
men  and  women  and  children  to  prison,  torture, 
and  a  violent  end,  lay  mangled  and  powerless, 
and  the  heart  which  had  known  no  ruth,  no 
mercy,  no  misgiving,  was  feebly  palpitating  ere 
the  sands  of  life  ran  out,  and  the  brain  which 
in  its  twilight  vision,  mistaking  fanaticism  for 
religion,    had  nursed  a  Moloch*  for   its  darling 
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God,  no  longer  conducted  the  lightning  thought 
through  its  torpid  cells — ■ 

"  L'homme  est  de  feu  pour  le  mensonge, 
II  est  de  glace  aux  verites." 

La  Fontaine's  lines  kept  recurring  to  Jules  as 
he  lay  riveted  to  that  hideous  sight,  and  he  said 
them  over  and  over  again  to  himself  till  the 
meaning  fell  away  from  the  lines,  and  the  mere 
words  rattled  between  his  teeth  like  dry  bones. 

After  an  age,  as  it  seemed,  of  waiting  and 
struggling  to  get  free,  in  which  his  efforts  were 
of  no  avail,  as  his  foot  had  got  entangled  in 
one  of  the  stirrup  leathers,  at  last  the  welcome 
sound  of  horse-hoofs  rang  out,  and  to  his  great 
joy  Henri  and  Marie  reappeared,  the  former 
with  his  arm  bandaged  to  his  side. 

"  Let  the  lady  stay  there,  whilst  thou  comest 
hither  to  free  me  from  this  gear,  Henri,"  said 
Jules;  then,  pointing  to  the  monk,  *' it  is  no 
sight  for  a  maiden's  eyes — faugh  ! " 

Henri  had  soon  set  his  brother  free,  rewarded 
Maintenon  with  a  pat  or  two,  and  transferred 
Jules's  saddle-bags  to  his  own  horse  ;  the  rest  of 
the  way  they  had  to  travel  at  a  slower  pace, 
having  only  one  horse  amongst  them.  Of  the 
two  mounted  militia  who  had  pursued   Henri 
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one  had  been  shot,  and  the  other  had  upon  this 
turned  into  the  forest  and  fled. 

Some  time  had  been  lost  in  bandaging  Henri's 
arm,  but  Marie,  who  had  learnt  some  skill  in 
surgery  amongst  the  sisters,  made  him  dismount 
and  submit  himself  to  her  care  before  riding 
back  to  the  scene  of  the  ambuscade,  and  Henri, 
believing  that  his  brother,  if  unhurt  by  his  fall, 
would  ere  now  have  rendered  a  good  account  of 
the  monk,  if  disabled  would  have  already  been 
put  to  death,  surrendered  himself  to  her  treat- 
ment 

Maintenon  left  the  body  of  his  enemy  with 
some  show  of  reluctance,  and  it  needed  a  firm 
command  from  Henri  to  prevent  him  from 
giving  a  last  nip,  as  it  were  to  secure  the  Bene- 
dictine from  a  premature  resurrection. 

It  took  many  weary  days  to  reach  the  coast ; 
there  they  found  an  agent  of  the  refugee 
Huguenots,  who,  after  some  delay,  procured 
them  a  passage  in  a  trading-vessel  for  Antwerp. 
Arrived  at  the  Hague  they  found  everything  in 
train  for  an  invasion  of  England. 

Marie's  experiences  had  given  her  a  disgust 
for  the  priests  of  her  own  Church,  and  even  the 
life  of  the  sisters  she  had  found  less  spiritual 
and  peaceful  than  her  fancy  had  imagined  it; 
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but  the  rough  and  ready  common- sense  argu 
ments  of  Dr.  Burnet,  with  whom  she  fell  in 
at  the  court  of  William,  were  not  well  fitted 
to  wean  so  gentle  a  spirit  as  hers  from  the 
religion  in  which  she  had  been  brought  up  ;  and 
had  she  not  listened  to  the  persuasive  words 
of  one  of  Mary's  English  ladies,  who  surprised 
her  by  claiming  for  the  Anglican  Church  an 
existence  independent  of  Rome  from  its  earliest 
foundation,  she  might  have  married  Henri,  in- 
deed, but  she  would  never  have  quitted  her 
mother's  Church. 

Poor  girl !  she  quite  persuaded  herself  that 
it  was  her  new  friend's  arguments  that  were 
reconciling  her  to  the  doctrines  and  ritual  of  the 
Anglican  Church  ;  the  little  blind  god  kept 
himself  so  quiet  in  the  recesses  of  the  heart, 
that  she  actually  mistook  the  whirr  of  his  shafts 
for  the  echo  of  the  grand  old  armament  of 
theology ! 

And  then  Marie  had  to  tarry  in  Holland 
while  Henri  went  once  more  along  the  French 
coast ;  but  before  he  set  sail  they  had  been 
married  by  Dr.  Burnet  in  the  English  chapel. 

Henri  returned  in  the  spring  of  1689,  having 
seen  the  old  faces  once  more  at  Avranches 
and  St.  Michel.     Bishop  Huet  he  found  busy 
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criticizing  the  Cartesian  philosophy;  Father 
Beauvais  planning  a  reform  of  the  cuisine 
(so  Important  is  the  interconnection  of  matter 
and  spirit)  ;  Gustave  the  fisherman  and  Dame 
Lisette  hunting  up  godfathers  for  their  rather 
numerous  progeny.  Aunt  Justine,  alas !  was 
quietly  resting  in  unconsecrated  ground,  having 
stood  staunch  against  all  offers  of  reconcilia- 
tion and  extreme  unction  to  her  last  breath  ! 
She  died  regretting  nothing  but  her  sconces 
and  her  Japan  cabinet,  which  she  said 
had  gone  to  swell  the  coffers  of  Antichrist. 
However,  peace  to  her  memory!  she  was  honest 
and  true  to  her  convictions,  and  the  little 
blemishes  that  made  her  seem  ridiculous  will 
wear  more  pathetic  an  aspect  if  we  remember 
that  she  surrendered  the  comforts  of  life,  with 
whatever  grotesque  regretting,  for  what  she 
deemed  hieher  and  better.  There  are  some 
of  US  who  know  nothing  nobler  than  these,  same 
Japan  cabinets.  As-  we  have  seen,  the  Marquis 
de  Ruvigny  had  received  a  letter  from  the 
Hague  informing  him  of  the  departure  of 
Henri  and  Marie  for  England,  and  he  had 
invited  De  Cornelli  especially  to  apprize  him 
of  the  good  news,  on  the  day  when  Maintenon 
so  unexpectedly  appeared  at  the  window  of  his 
salon. 
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To  return  to  that  afternoon  :  when  Ethel  left 
the  king  and  her  husband  together  in  the 
grotto,  she  gave  the  little  Charles  de  Cornelli 
into  old  Pierre's  charge  and  bade  him  carry  the 
child  home  and  see  him  put  to  bed.  Pierre, 
having  done  this,  had  returned  to  the  marquis's 
house  that  he  might  wait  upon  his  master  and 
mistress. 

But  he  had  not  long  been  gone  when  the 
little  drive  in  front  of  De  Cornelli's  cottage  was 
awakened  from  its  leafy  stillness  by  the  crack- 
ing of  a  postillion's  whip  and  the  crunching  of 
wheels  upon  the  gravel.  Out  flew  a  buxom 
Essex  maid,  listened  with  red  lips  parted  with 
stolid  wonder  at  the  French  "  lingo  "  addressed 
her  by  a  gentleman  in  the  coach,  then  ran 
within  again  to  call  an  elderly  woman,  who 
seemed  to  divine  the  quality  of  the  new  arrivals. 
Dropping  a  curtsy  to  Marie,  who  now  stood 
on  the  doorstep,  she,  remembering  all  Pierre's 
stories  about  the  family,  asked  tentatively, 
"  Oh  !  Mam'selle  de  Cornelli  ?— is  it  not  Ma'm- 
selle  Marie  ? " 

"  Mademoiselle  !  non  !  "  answered  Henri, 
laughing. 

But  as  the  old  waiting-woman  looked  from 
one  to  the  other,  puzzled  and  perplexed,  Marie 
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hastened  to  say,  tapping  herself  for  the  sake  of 
clearness,  ''  Oui !  Mademoiselle  de  Cornelli — 
that  Is  me !  at  present  Madame  Gulllot — that  Is 
me  all  the  same  ! " 

Marie's  English,  together  with  her  pretty 
gestures,  made  all  transparent ;  the  luggage  was 
speedily  transferred  from  the  coach  to  the  little 
hall,  and  the  waltlng-mald,  explaining  that  her 
master  and  mistress  were  visiting  but  would 
soon  be  home,  showed  Marie  Into  a  little  bed- 
room on  the  ground  floor  until  she  could  make 
the  best  chamber  ready  for  ''  ma'mselle,"  as  she 
persisted  in  styling  her. 

Marie  had  but  closed  the  door  when  she 
caught  sight  of  a  little  child  In  his  night-dress 
standing  up  in  a  cot  at  the  further  end  of  the 
room.  At  the  sight  of  Marie's  face  a  radiant 
smile  of  welcome  had  faded  away  and  left  an 
expression  of  grave  and  reverent  wonder,  and 
the  child's  gaze  seemed  to  be  bent  upon  Marie's 
face  with  an  older  and  keener  penetration  than 
befitted  a  face  so  young;  immediately  Marie 
thought  to  herself,  "  Here  Is  a  child  who  has 
suffered  !  That  old  look !  I  have  seen  It  so  often 
in  the  dear  sweet  faces  of  our  little  children — 
some  orphan  whom  my  father  has  befriended, 
I  doubt  not !  " 
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And  she  came  closer.  The  child  had  ex- 
pected to  greet  his  mother,  and  a  shade  of 
discontent  mingled  with  the  serious  look  as 
Marie  approached.  But  she  touched  his  rosy- 
cheek  and  said,  in  English,  ''  I  do  not  know 
you,  little  boy  !    What  is  your  name,  darling  ?  " 

The  child  answered  in  French,  "  Charles — le 
petit  chevalier ! " 

''Ah  !  you,  too,  are  French  ?"  cried  Marie,  in 
her  native  tongue;  "what  a  pretty  name  is 
yours  !     Have  you  any  brothers  or  sisters  ?  " 

"  Oh  oui,  madame,"  answered  the  boy,  assum- 
ing a  confidential  tone  as  he  felt  more  at  ease 
with  the  strange  lady.  "  Charles  had  a  brother 
once,  but  he  never  saw  him ! — no,  madame, 
never !  And  now,  thou  knowest,  he  is  dead ! 
Ah  oui !  the  soldiers  killed  him — the  soldiers  of 
the  king!  I  hate  the  king,  madame,  don't 
you  f 

Marie  felt  her  throat  contract  with  a  sudden 
spasm,  as  the  baby  face  grew  overcast  with  an 
unchildlike  indignation.  But  she  whispered, 
"  Hush,  my  sweet !  we  ought  not  to  hate  even 
our  worst  enemies." 

The  little  face  I'ooked  puzzled  for  a  moment, 
then  the  reply  came  clear  and  strong,  "  II  est 
vrai,  madame.    Charlie  does  not  hate  his  ene- 
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mies  ;  he  hates  the  enemies  of  his  father  and 
brother  and  sister  !  " 

Marie  could  not  chide  him  more ;  something 
in  the  boy's  tone  had  struck  a  chord  in  her 
heart.  She  went  on,  "  And  where  is  your 
sister  ? " 

"  Moi  !  Je  ne  sais  pas  !  I  have  never  seen 
her — but  she  is  hiding  away  from  the  wicked 
king,  who  wants  to  kill  her." 

''  Ah,  pauvre  petit !  And  thy  mother  ? " 
asked  Marie,  folding  him  in  her  arms ;  for 
his  artless  manner  of  telling  his  sorrows  had 
touched  her. 

"  My  mother,  madame  ?     Which  mother  ?  " 

''  Comment !  hast  thou  had  two  mothers, 
little  one  ? " 

"  Certainement,  madame ;  but  I  never  saw 
the  first  mother  at  all — she  died  so  very  soon, 
old  Pierre  told  me." 

''  Who  told  thee,  child  ?  old  Pierre  ?  Who 
is  he  ? " 

''  Quoi,  madame !  I  thought  everybody  knew 
our  Pierre!  He  is  so  good  to  Charlie;  it  was 
he  brought  me  to  this  Asylum  Christi." 

''  Ah  !  then  where  is  thy  father  ?  How 
camest  thou  in  this  house  ?  " 

''  Mon  papa  will  come  back  soon.  Dost 
know  him,  madame  ?  " 
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''  Non,  non  !  I  am  a  stranger  here.  What 
is  thy  other  name,  child  ?  " 

"  I  have  only  one  name,  as  I  told  thee.  Pierre 
says  they  were  afraid  I  should  die,  so  they  only 
gave  me  one  name." 

''  Ah,  thou  wert  ill  !  Thou  hast  a  delicate 
look  still,  poor  child  !  " 

"  Pas  du  tout ! "  replied  the  boy  scornfully. 
"  I  am  very  strong ;  it  is  not  that !  They 
wanted  to  starve  me  when  I  was  a  baby — a  very, 
very  wee  baby,  says  old  Pierre.  But  madame 
ma  mere,  she  died ;  and  I  am  sorry  —  are 
you?" 

A  sudden  light  shot  into  Marie's  eyes,  and 
she  almost  screamed  out — 

"  Tell  me,  my  child,  thy  full  name — Charles 
what  ?  " 

"  That  is  easy,  madame,  for  Pierre  taught  it 
me  in  the  forest  of  Arques.  I  am  Mon- 
seigneur  Charles  de  Cornelli." 

The  little  monseigneur  was  astonished  to  find 
himself  hugged  and  kissed  and  cried  over  by 
the  strange  lady,  who  finally  rushed  to  the  door 
and  cried,  "  Henri,  come  hither,  quick !  I  have 
found  my  brother ! " 

''  Nonsense  !  "  said  a  deep  voice. 

But  when  Henri  came  into  the  room,  heard 
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Marie's  account  of  what  had  passed,  and  noticed 
the  delicate- tint  of  complexion  which  had  dis- 
tinguished Philippe  and  Marie,  his  scepticism 
gave  way  to  astonishment. 

As  for  the  little  boy  who  had  so  recently 
discovered  father,  mother,  and  sister,  he  showed 
no  extravagant  joy  ;  but  when  they  left  him 
tucked  up  in  his  little  cot,  he  wept  a  little 
silently,  because  old  Pierre  had  not  also  found 
his  mother,  sister,  and  brother. 

Whilst  Henri  had  been  busy  with  his 
luggage,  Maintenon  had,  after  much  curious 
sniffing  and  snorting,  wagging  of  tail,  and  eleva- 
tion of  muzzle,  finally  decided  on  running  down 
a  trail  he  thought  he  recognized.  It  was 
Pierre's ;  hence  his  appearance  before  De 
Ruvigny's  windows. 

"  Henri,  they  do  not  come  !  I  think  I  should 
like  to  walk  into  yonder  church,  close  by  there. 
My  heart  is  so  full  of  gratitude  to  God — and  the 
little  one  reminds  me  so  much  of  my  poor, 
sweet  mother.  I  must  kneel  there  quietly  a 
while.      Wilt  come,  mon  cher  ?  " 

Henri  kissed  his  little  wife,  and  together  they 
entered  the  old  church,  and  knelt  before  the 
altar  rails  in  the  dim  evening  light.  They 
knew  not  when  shortly  after  two  other  grateful 
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hearts  were  throbbing  behind  them  ;  but .  when 
they  turned  to  leave  the  church,  there  he  stood 
and  caught  her  in  his  strong  arms — her  beloved 
father. 

Let  us  leave  them  in  the  flush  of  their  new- 
found joy,  while  their  hearts  are  glowing  with 
gratitude  to  the  Father  of  all  good  !  And.  re- 
membering their  sorrows  and  sufferings,  let  us 
too  be  thankful  that  no  tyranny  lords  over  our 
hearts'  most  secret  and  dearest  feelings,  that  no 
King,  no  Pope,  no  Law  dare  come  twixt  our 
conscience  and  our  God  ! 


THE    END. 
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